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PREFACE. 


The fifteen Discourses which were published 
in the first edition of this book, have been 
revised for re-publication. Those which bear 
the following titles, — “ Sorrow incidental to 
Man’s Greatness,” “ Conflicting Views of Pro¬ 
vidence,” “ The Pilgrimage of Life,” “ The 
Ministry of Nature to Human Grief,” “ Action, 
not Repose, the Heavenly Rest,” “ Visions of 
the Spirit-world,” “ Spiritual Equality revealed 
through Suffering,” “ Life a Sealed Book,” and 
“ Age like the Noon-day,”—are now printed for 
the first time. 

The original character of the book has not 
been changed, although an attempt has been 
made to give a little more variety to its contents. 
If, in its more imperfect form, it mat 
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PBEFACE. 


wants of sorrowing hearts, the Author hopes 
that it will now be regarded as more worthy of 
a favorable reception. 

The dates at the end ©f these Discourses will 
be unmeaning to most readers; but to those 
who heard them, and to the writer himself, they 
recall hours of the deepest experience. 

Another book has lately been published with 
the same title. This fact may be the occasion 
of some confusion; but it presents no sufficient 
reason for changing the title of a new edition of 
the present work. 


Salem, (Mass.,) December, 1853. 
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S E R M S 



SORROW INCIDENTAL TO MAN'S GREATNESS. 


IN MUCH WISDOM IS MUCH GRIEF: AND HE THAT INCREABETH 
KNOWLEDGE INCREASETH SORROW. — Ecclesiastes i. 18. 

The text is tjie cry of a sceptic, who lived and wrote 
some centuries before the birth of Jesus. In the com¬ 
parative darkness which then covered the world, and in 
the deeper darkness of his own doubts, the writer stood 
and speculated, like a man feeling his way in the thick¬ 
est night, — only to be made more conscious at every 
step of the uncertainty and gloom. What men termed 
wisdom, brought only vexation to his spirit. It did not 
remove his doubts, or give the much desired repose. 
Its promise of rest was a cheat. The unsatisfied heart 
returned from its inquiries with a stiU heavier burden 
of doubt, to repeat again its old lamentation, — “ Van-' 
ity of vanities ; all is vanity.” 

1 
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SORBOW INCIDENTAL 


I will not bring the sceptic’s cry to the altar of faith 
and hope. I will not reproduce the sadness of this 
ancient unbeliever in the place where Jesus is com¬ 
memorated, and amid the light which flows from his 
teaching and his life. Yet there is one truth which is 
suggested by the words of the text, that belongs to no 
peculiar age, and to no special mood of the mind. It 
involves one sentiment which is the expression of a per¬ 
manent experience of human nature. “ He that in- 
creaseth knowledge increaseth sorrow,” is the affirma¬ 
tion of the text. That is to say, man’s liability to suf¬ 
fering is in proportion to his greatness. We leave the 
sceptical exaggeration, and catch the universal truth 
contained in the words, and repeat, — that the keenness 
and depth of human suffering, the exposure to suffering 
itself, all spring from the greatness of the soul. The 
unthinking brute does not suffer as man suffers. The 
wailings and griefs of man are proofs and prophecies of 
his worth and greatness. This ray of light breaks 
through every cloud of grief; and the more mournful, 
the more profound you represent those wailings and 
griefs to be, the more does this thought overspread and 
cheer the night of sorrow with serene and heavenly 
light. 

Let us approach gradually towards the doctrine that 
we wish to illustrate. There is one introductory thought 
which partially harmonizes even with the words of the 
text. As life opens its deep meaning to man, as knowl¬ 
edge increases and experience becomes profound, soiv 
row does not indeed increase, but a view of things 
which is tinged with thoughtful sadness Alls the mind. 
Youth sees the hill before it, rising as an enchanting 
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slope of verdure and of beauty; and with a cry of joy 
it rushes towards the summit. But man finds it diffi* 
cult to dimb the steep. Though it does not seem sad^ 
but must seem glorious, yet he feels it to be a serious 
thing to live. Life is not a holiday amusement. It is 
a grand, majestic work ; a work that is grand enough 
to en^dle an angel’s ambition, and engage an angel’s 
pbwer. The problems of existence appear more pro¬ 
found as he journeys forward. He feels the peril of 
temptation. He realizes the power of passion; and as 
he struggles against the world and his own sinfiil desire, 
he looks with increasing and almost despairing reve¬ 
rence upon the victory of Jesus in his temptation, and 
adores that perfect singleness of heart for which he 
longs, yet feels it to be almost impossible to gain. He 
fathoms the depths of grief; and as affection pleads and 
weeps in its agony, he looks at Jesus in Gethsemane, 
and perceives the majesty of the trust which said 
through his lips, “ Thy will be done.” He feels the 
dread pressure of responsibility; and he stands in awe 
before that great conviction, inwrought into the undying 
conscience, which commands him to work with a cease¬ 
less energy that resembles the eternal energy of God, 
and which kindles the fire that is not quenched within 
every faltering soul. It is enchanting to go out upon 
the sea where .every billow rolls in beauty beneath the 
smiling sky. But the storm may lash into wrath the 
waters which sparkle in the sunlight now. So it is 
enchanting to begin the voyage of life in the brightness 
of youthful hope. Yet though the soul may gather 
treasures in the voyage, still there are tempests and 
wredra and deaths to teU the peiii 
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There are moral disasters, wrecked souls in the world, 
more numerous than the fragments of gallant yessels 
^d the relics of the dead that pave the bottom of the 
sea. When man looks around and within, the serious 
view of life quickly takes the place of the once bright 
imd unreflecting expectation. 

Indeed, we may press the image that has just been 
used still further. There is something even in the 
experience of successful voyagers that brings this seri¬ 
ousness of view; a seriousness that increases in propor¬ 
tion to their success. Through frequent tempests and 
innumerable dangers the mariner pursues his daring 
course, and returns freighted with the wealth of distant 
lands. So the soul wins the grandest moral treasures 
by the grandest toil. The world’s great spiritual victo¬ 
ries have been purchased by blood. Saintly men, who 
gained an almost spotless purity, scourged their rebel¬ 
lious passions as mistaken devotees scourged their quiv¬ 
ering flesh. They endured the cross and despised the 
shame for the glory that was set before them. Yet 
were there thorns in every martyr’s crown. Martyr I 
The term itself, like the word Calvary, mingles the 
idea of suffering with thoughts of triumph and of glory. 
Even successful voyagers, we repeat, acquire this seri¬ 
ousness of view, as through waves and clouds and 
storms they shape their course over the sea of life 
towards the throne of God. 

The increase of knowledge does not bring an increase 
of sorrow; yet there is a seriousness which comes with 
matured thought and profound experience. We are 
shocked by levity when it is associated with age. We 
feel that the soul must have learned enough in the 
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stru^le of years to lead it to a grave, although a serene 
joy. The marks of serious thought dignify the brow 
of the noblest men. A sense of infinite truth and 
beauty overshadows the spirit of genius, and chastens 
it into reverence. The shallow streams leap with 
noisy flow; but the d%ep floods are still. It has been 
said, ‘‘We are never told that Jesus smiled, but that he 
wept.” We repel every theory which associates gloom 
with Him who brought the peace of God as His gift to 
men. But when a mind is awakened, like the mind of 
Jesus, to the infinite law of God and the vast problem 
of a world’s redemption, we expect to see a deep 
solemnity in its thought Its joys will be pervaded by 
the spirit of its prayer. Indeed, whence comes the 
strong tendency, to which we have referred, to associate 
gloom with Christianity and with Jesus himself; to for¬ 
get that religion is the divine definition of joy? It 
comes from the conviction of the seriousness of the 
soul’s life in all deep experience, according to the reve¬ 
lations of Christian truth; the seriousness of a life 
which must meet temptation, suffering, death, in its 
way to the judgment seat of God. It is natural that 
what is in itself so intensely serious should be some¬ 
times regarded with gloom. It is often hard, amidst 
deep experience, to retain the spirit of joy. It is hard, 
amidst deserted homes and multiplying graves, to pre¬ 
vent the clouds from veiling the sun. It is difficult to 
retain the flush and brightness of the morning of life 
throughout its toiling noon and its darkening eve. The 
serious view of life will come, if not the sad one. The 
text involves a sentiment which finds its interpretation 
and its proof in the profound experienR^ oi 
men. 
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But this preliminary consideration must not detain 
us longer. The greatness and depth of human suffer* 
ing, as we at first affirmed, demonstrate, and proceed 
from, the greatness of the soul. The truth of this posi*. 
tion is confirmed by many illustrations. Why is pain 
so keen and so excruciating ? is because our capac* 
ity to feel is so great. If we are so keenly alive to sen¬ 
sations of pleasure, which, like electric fires, thrill 
through every fibre of the system, we must be equally 
alive to sensations of pain. What is the anguish of 
desolate homes, when the arms are stretched out to 
dasp a vanished form, and the voice calls a child^ 
friend, parent, who is lost from earth, and the heart 
pines for the love which has been the light and the 
repose of life ? It is but the counterpart of the joy of 
these homes that are stiU unbereaved, and which gushes 
out beneath the roofs that cover the unbroken circles 
of affection. It is because affection is so deep, that 
the snapping of its bonds brings a pain like mortal 
agony. Every tear which falls upon the grave, every 
pang which pierces the mourner’s breast, is a testimony 
to the greatness of the human heart. It is because the 
Eden of love was so fair, and its joy so pure, that the 
anguish of the soul becomes so keen. And what is the 
bitterness of remorse, which the Scriptures describe in 
such fearful images ; and in comparison with which the 
pain of bereavement alone is the luxury of bliss ? Why 
is remorse so terrible, when the smouldering fire of self- 
reproach, kindled by some daring deed of wickedness, 
breaks into consuming fianie in the sinner’s breast? 
Why is it so deep when it crushes the obdurate will, 
and compels guilty lips to confess deeds of shame and 
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bloody and drives men to seek punishment for their 
erimeSy as an atonement for their sin ? Could we open 
the fearful and blazing heU which sometimes rages in 
the guilty breast, what dread, yet glorious implications 
of the greatness of the soul would be discerned in every 
element of its torture ? The sin, when it is fully real¬ 
ized, brings such damning shame, because holiness 
brings such divine peace. The hell is so fierce and 
dread, because the heaven is so glorious. It is a nature 
of divine parentage that suffers,—a nature that was 
made to know something of the bliss of the infinite Gk)d. 
And the suffering, in every form of experience, must be 
a counterpart to the glory. 

Man is exposed to suffering in consequence of the 
greatness of his nature. The depth of his being may 
make his pains as keen as his joys are great. Consider 
the mysterious suffering of Gethsemane, when the soul 
of the Redeemer was rent with anguish, and his fore¬ 
head was bathed with a bloody sweat. Men draw near 
to the garden, with reverent feet, to inquire into the 
nature of that wonderful agony. “ Why did such an¬ 
guish burden the Saviour’s heart ? ” is the unanswered 
question that bursts from the lips of Christendom. The 
precise character of his agony we do not now attempt 
to explain; but its greatness came from the greatness 
of his nature. Wben the Christ suffered, his agony was 
in proportion to his divinity. In the garden at the foot 
of Olivet is the divine illustration, and proof, of the 
principle which we have affirmed. 

What a profound meaning there is in every form of 
human suffering! What revelations of greatness in the 
experiences which have often been cited, aa 
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weakness I What meaning there is in that eternal dis¬ 
content, which, like the ever restless sea, murmurs in 
the heart of the world! The idea of something purer, 
brighter than every present reality, an idea that floats 
down from heaven, overshadows life, and causes its best 
things to seem unsatisfactory. A soul that was made 
to have fellowship with God must be a sojourner and a 
stranger till it reach its home before his throne. It is 
sad to see man attempt to feed this inflnite mind upon 
finite and perishing things. But it is glorious to see 
how its divine hunger reappears after each experiment 
has been fully tried, and to behold its eternal longing 
for the bread of life. That is a glorious discontent 
which will never let the spirit rest in its sins. And the 
other manifestation of the same tendency is equally 
glorious in pure lives; in the desire for a still nobler 
excellence, which shames all present attainments how¬ 
ever great. This exposure to discontent and suffering 
is not the dark thread in our existence. It is the pro¬ 
phecy, and hope, of glory. It is the divine call to the 
bosom of the Father. Every pain which it brings is to 
give a more perfect healing; and its grand result is to 
make us sons of God. 

A great truth, then, is involved in the singular decla¬ 
ration in the text. We repeat, that the brute never 
suffers as man suffers. The words bereavement, re¬ 
morse, have little meaning when applied to beings that 
are so low. In proportion as we are exalted above 
them in capacity, our pains, and our joys, are greater 
than theirs. We often shrink from the trials of life. 
They seem to darken the world which is otherwise so 
radiant with the manifestations of inflnite love. But 
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would we really have them stricken out of this universe 
which God has made ? Even in the midst of its sor¬ 
row would the heart be willing to have parted with its 
power to love, to have lost the capacity of affection it¬ 
self, the chief joy of the world, because the joy may 
have been changed to anguish ? Would it purchase a 
release from pain by the terrible price of the soul’s an¬ 
nihilation ? Men long for bright views of the world 
and of life. The brightest views include the pains 
which afflict us; the sharp struggles for truth or right, 
with the anguish of the cross which faithful men have, 
home, or must bear, for its sake; the trial of sorrowing 
hearts and desolate homes. Man was made for somer 
thing far nobler than unmixed enjoyment. When I see 
the brave souls who are loyal to truth and God amidst 
shame and loss, ready to sacrifice houses, lands, honor, 
love, for Christ’s dear sake, — when I see the fiames 
curl up around the brave confessor’s quivering flesh, 
pity is quickly changed to admiration. The idea of 
their sufiering is lost in the manifestation of their glory. 
I know that the crown was purchased by precious blood. 
But I cannot weep for him who has been found worthy 
to wear it upon his brow. Or when I see a man who 
has borne the cross amid the bereavements of life, but 
who looks up in a growing trust through every sorrow, 
with a deepening serenity spreading over the anguished 
features, with an ever-clearer vision of the heavenly 
society as the earth grows lonely, — the beauty and the 
glory of that trust almost forbid me to grieve for the 
pains by which it was made so deep, and so triumphant. 
These grand attainments, with their divine joy, are im¬ 
measurably better than that freedom. &om 
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of pain for which man inconsiderately prays. Man waa 
created to aspire to these divine ends. Even the words 
which express the noblest qualities, the traits of char¬ 
acter that constitute the glory of earth and of heaven, 
suggest the idea of trial. Meekness, patience, forgive¬ 
ness, heroism, trust, — they are all words of victory. 
They imply the struggle and the battle, while they 
speak of triumph. They imply the bearing of the cross 
in a thousand forms, in contests against the world, or in 
the silent suffering of the soul. 

“ He that increaseth knowledge, increaseth sorrow.” 
The sorrow is incidental to the soul’s greatness. Two 
truths are disclosed in the views which the text suggests. 
One is, that man does not need knowledge so much as , 
fidth. A condition of things must exist, in the partial 
veiling of the purposes of God, which compels us to 
find our only refuge in the spirit of trust. The pro¬ 
blems of this world and of life will not fully disclose 
themselves to our most thorough search. He that spec¬ 
ulates upon them with a determination not to be satis¬ 
fied until they are made plain, will meet repeated dis¬ 
appointment at every step. He that increaseth knowl¬ 
edge in that sense, inevitably increases sorrow. In his 
utmost attainments, he cannot escape the limitations 
that are implied in the condition of trust; and each 
vain attempt will create a new experience of pain. We 
are not gods, that we should know,—but men, that we 
should believe. 

Yet while we are imprisoned in this limitation of our 
knowledge, if we choose to term it ao, we see that the 
sorrow which it occasions, reveals the greatness of our 
nature^ This is the second truth which the text sug- 
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gests. We need no other truth to brighten every con¬ 
ception of the world, and of human life. This causes 
the bow to be set in every cloud. If grief be severe 
and deep, the capacity of the^ soul to feel and to love 
must be great. And the depth of life's heavier trials 
not only implies the greatness of the soul’s capacity, 
but prophesies the noblest spiritual development. Man 
indeed is permitted partially to see that spiritual devel¬ 
opment in the fidelity of self-denying disciples; in the 
serene trust of those who have been led through sufier- 
ing into peace. We forget the trial and the suffering, 
when we look upon this spiritual greatness. We count 
the temptation and the loss to have been joy, when we 
behold their present issues, as they gladden, and glorify, 
the world. What are these results but indications and 
prophecies of serener, brighter issues in higher scenes ? 
Then sorrow shall be seen not only to indicate the capa¬ 
city of the soul, but to prepare it for a crown of glory 
and of honor. 

We draw these cheering and divine doctrines from 
the lamentation of a sceptic of remote antiquity. But 
we come to conclusions in perfect harmony with the 
Christian teaching, and the life of Jesus. Through suf¬ 
fering, and from the cross, Jesus passed into the heavens* 
We linger in tenderest sympathy among the incidents 
of the tragedy that closed his life. The mockings and 
revilings, the cruel scourge, the crown of thorns, draw 
tears from all generations of disciples. But we forget 
his suffering in the triumph of his patience. We feel 
that we are not looking upon a scene of sorrow, but of 
victory. We do not see the agony of humanity, but 
the serenity of divinity. Who wovxli noX. 
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his cross, if he could gain his perfect victory too? 
Earth’s darkest scene of suffering is filled with divine 
light. So shall light beam from every experience of 
anguish, when its work is accomplished. And then toil 
and grief shall only be remembered as the stepping- 
stones in our way to the world of joy. 


Novembeb 2, 1861. 



n, 


CONFLICTING VIEWS OP PROVIDENCE. 


The son of man indeed goeth as it is wbitten op him: but 

WOE TO THAT MAN BY WHOM THE SON OF MAN IS BETRAYED ! 

GOOD WERE IT FOR THAT MAN IF HE HAD NEVER BEEN BORN^ 

— Mark, xiv. 21. 

These words suggest one of the deepest mysteries;. 
The Son of Man went, as it was written, predetermined 
that he should go. Through the basest treachery he 
was brought to that cress which became his everlasting 
glory. Yet the instrument to accomplish this designed 
result, the traitor who was needed to bring Jesus to his 
crown, incurred a damning guilt. Explain this mys¬ 
tery, man exclaims in bewildered thought. Show how 
the necessary agent to develop the purposes of God 
can be accursed in his guilt, accursed in his woe. 

I dare not attempt to explain it. No reasoning can 
explain it. Could we look down upon this mysterious 
Providence from the throne of God, we should not need 
to reason. Then we should doubtless see all these 
conflicting views resolved into harmony. We have the 
.only present explanation of such mysteivea m 
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impulse of our feeling. Reason as we may, we still 
recoil in horror from the treachery of Judas. We 
cannot banish the conviction, that his treason was as 
base as Christ’s cross is glorious. This is clear. And 
yet we see that this sin of sins was the agency through 
which Calvary became the mount of human hope# 
Without the traitor, how could Jesus have been brought 
to his most shameful, yet most dear and ever-blessed 
cross. 

We refer to this great tragedy in the records of the 
world, because it illustrates the position in which we are 
continually placed. We are attracted by apparently 
oppowg thoughts in almost all our views of truth, of 
Providence, and of life. There are two views of every 
thing that is worthy of consideration by the human 
mind. There are two sides to every truth and to every 
feet. We may be unable to reconcile them, yet they 
still exist. We may be perplexed by their apparait 
contradiction, — still they may be alike, and equally 
true. And the part of the wise man is to hold a broad 
and comprehensive feith, which includes such conflictiiig 
views, and brings them, as far as possible, into harmony; 
and when that cannot be gained, he is to bow in meek, 
trusting adoration, and wait for the higher vision which 
will discover the secret of their reconciliation. Let us 
consider a few examples of these conflicting thoughts, 
as we take a wide view of Providence, or observe the 
development of individual souls, — as we meditate upon 
the changes of life, or upon the greater change of death, 
— and then glance at the lesson of lowliness which 
such reflections enforce. 

What conflicting views are suggested, in the first 
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place, when we reflect upon the moral aspects of the 
world, and. the movements of Providence in the devel¬ 
opment of the race! Very near to every great truth 
and to every great virtue, there lies an appalling error. 
It is easy to slide firom the noblest views and the high¬ 
est qualities of character, into gross mistakes and per- 
versities. In order to attain a grand principle, or a 
great virtue, it sometimes seems as if it were necessary 
to toil up a rugged steep whose top overhangs an 
nn&,thomable abyss. When man goes one step too 
far in an unbalanced view of truth, or an unbdanced 
quality of character, he falls into bewildering darkness. 
Two opposite errors may arise in all deep meditations 
upon Providence; and it is rare to find a mind which 
entirely escapes fix)m both. The man who is filled 
with purposes of love, which make him alive to the 
wrongs and sins of the world, may fix his eyes almost 
exclusively upon the dark mid guilty institutions which 
cover the past and the present with gloom. He sees 
how they have stood, and still stand, in the way of hu¬ 
man progress, and apparently defeat the purposes of 
Grod. He sees how Jesus is crucified anew in every 
age, in perpetual violations of his law, and humanity is 
left to pray for the coming of a Redeemer who never 
appears to come. By the sensibility to human sufiering 
and sii^which brings him into fellowship with the love 
of Jesus, he may be tempted into an impatience which 
will create bitterness or despair. When he surveys the 
sensualities and oppressions of the world, the woes and 
sins whose ^ worm dieth not ” and whose fires are never 
quenched, a thick darkness seems to spread itself over 
the earth, and to veil the heayens. Ha 



16 OONFLICTING VIEWS OP PBOVlDEirCE. 


see the serene Providence which always carries forward 
its bright and beautiful designs. Clouds and darkness 
are round about the throne. Through the very earnest¬ 
ness of his love, a practical scepticism may arise, which 
does not lead him to utter unbelieving words, perhaps, 
but which is manifested every hour in his impatience or 
despair; and he practically distrusts Gk)d, and de¬ 
nounces the blind and sinning world. All calm and 
serene cpnfidence, all bright mid sustaining hope dies 
within his heart. See how an unbalanced view of 
truth, which leads the mind one step beyond the summit, 
carries it into the realm of night. 

Consider now the opposite mistake. Another man 
ascends to broader views of the Eternal Providence, 
and perceives how surely it carries forward its great 
designs. He sees that even the wrath of man is over¬ 
ruled to promote the praise of God. Neither Herod 
nor Judas can defeat the Father’s purpose of mercy; 
but they become instruments in its accomplishment, as 
truly as Peter and Paul. He looks upon human his¬ 
tory, and sees that the men who only seemed to defile 
and desolate the world, introduced revolutions which 
eventually aided the progress of the race. Here is a 
sublime confidence, when restrained within its proper 
limits. But when it goes one step too far, it becomes a 
kind of fatalism which tends to confound m^al dis¬ 
tinctions, since all things may be alike overruled for 
good. How that fatalism is sometimes baptized by the 
name of trust! What men caU trust in God sometimes 
degenerates into a feeling which checks and paralyzes 
all intense devotion to truth and right, in the struggle 
MgsinBi the world’s iniquities. We may detect the pres- 
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ence of this fatalism every day. Why toil so hard, it 
prompts man to say, against the oppressions or strifes 
of the world ? Who can say that they may not become 
the very agencies to extend the dominion of freedom 
and peace ? And thus man often permits high-handed 
wickedness to go on, and call its wishes and its purposes 
its destiny, — the part which it was designed to per¬ 
form in this inscrutable Providence. With what inge¬ 
nious fallacies grasping monarchs and ambitious nations 
cheat themselves into -the delusion that God designed to 
give them growing power and widening dominion! An 
unbalanced trust in Providence may produce the fatal¬ 
ism which neglects to toil for truth and righteousness, 
because God rules over all, and which smites all fervent 
martyr zeal with a fatal frost, or it may be perverted 
into a cover for ambitious and base designs. 

Who can harmonize these two views in feeling and 
in action ? Who can toil with the martyr’s zeal, and 
still believe that defeat or victory may alike redound to 
the glory of God ? Who can possess a burning zeal which 
shall never consume his patience, united with a calm 
trust which shall never diminish zeal ? Who can work 
as if the evil defeated the providence of God, and yet 
believe that if the evil seem to triumph. Providence will 
still accomplish its purpose ? A comprehensive mind 
will never limit itself to one of these views alone, but 
will strive to hold a just balance between the two. 
Amidst its toils for truth, it will repose in perfect trust. 
Thou Son of God! we can only look to Thee in our 
attempts to gain the truest life. Thou didst live and 
die only to rescue man from sin; and yet, amidst the 
strug^e, Thou didst rest in a trust as aa 

2 
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peace of God. When shall we leam to unite Thy holy 
fire with Thy godlike patience ? 

The same tendencies towards a sceptical despair, or 
an idle fatalism, may be occasionally detected in the 
feeling with which the sins of individuals are regarded. 
What hope can there be for the sinner ? some exclaim, 
when they see him plunge deeper and deeper into 
worldliness and guilt; — hardening habits into adaman¬ 
tine chains, and heaping a mountain load of transgres¬ 
sions upon his soul. Or if those adamantine chains of 
sinful habit can be broken, how can peace ever enter 
the heart that must be filled and tortured by eternal 
memories of guilt ? It would have been good for such 
m soul if it had never-been bom. But soon another view 
appears. Just when the prodigal’s guilt and shame 
were greatest, he came to himself. Perhaps the full 
development of the evil may be transformed into the 
agency to save. The sense of guilt has tortured the 
wanderer into penitence, until his tears have made the 
crimsoned soul white as snow. And just here, again, 
a fatalism sometimes creeps in to say, “ Let men follow 
their impulses, for their bitter results will become their 
cure.” Some even imagine that guilt, with its remorse, 
may only be another way to the same heaven. Or if 
we shrink from that daring thought, the feeling often 
arises which allows the reckless, wicked man to go on 
if he will, because experience may be the best teacher 
for his wayward heart. How many moral pleadings 
have been thus discouraged and silenced, which might 
have turned the trembling scale in a favoring hour, and 
checked the sinner in his mad career 1 The most licen¬ 
tious doctrines which men can adopt have sometimefi 
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concealed themselves beneath the disguise of a seeming 
adoration of the Father’s love. How can we avoid 
these mistakes on either side ? How can we learn never 
#to despair of the greatest sinner, and yet never to think 
lightly of the sin, because its enormity may crush the 
heart into penitence ? What a grand attainment is a 
balanced thought! Obey the first impulse of abhorrence 
for the sin, as you look upon man’s degradations and 
crimes, for that impulse is true. Plead with the sinner 
as if his transgressions closed every door of hope. It 
may be, as far as we dare to say, it may be that they 
will drive the soul eternally from God. Yet believe, 
every moment, and give thanks for that glorious hope —■ 
believe that the guilt which you deplore and abhor may 
bring the prodigal to himself, and thus lead him back, 
at last, to his Father’s house. 

It would be easy to illustrate these tendencies to con¬ 
tradictory views by reference to other examples. But 
we confine ourselves to the different aspects which Provi¬ 
dence may, and often must, assume. And we turn, 
next, to an entirely different form of human experience. 
Observe this great ministry of sorrow through the be¬ 
reavements which none can escape, and see how the 
heart must there also be swayed by apparently con¬ 
flicting thoughts. 

There is a position beneath, and there is a position 
above every cloud; and how entirely different is the 
aspect of all human trial, as we look at it from one po¬ 
sition or the other. Standing here, in life, it is grief,— 
bitter anguish. Standing there, above our present life, 
it is wise instruction, needful chastisement. Standing 
here, it may seem an unbroken gloom. 



20 CONFLICTING VIEWS OP PROVIDENCE 

serene issues appear under this benignant Providence. 
When we are in the garden of trial and behold the de¬ 
parture of the loved, we must pray, “ Let the cup pass 
away.” Could we look down from heaven at the same • 
moment, we might accept it as the cup of blessing. 
And strange as the demand may appear, we are called 
to occupy both of these positions. We must stand in 
the position of a sufferer by the necessity of our nature. 
It is one element of ail trial, that its precise issue should 
be unseen. Were the veil withdrawn which hides the 
unimagined glories of the unseen world, were we now 
to hear the choral harps and witness the joy of those 
who have ascended in lowly trust, few tears would flow 
for human bereavement. It would be as if we were 
also there where they weep no more. But we must 
walk in darkness and experience all its gloom. It is 
designed that we should by the very fact that we are 
not permitted to see. Does any man say that this is to 
demand contradictions ? It is only the recognition of 
the conflicting feelings which must arise in the deeper 
discipline of life. Some affirm that we should strive to 
soar into a transport of feeling which will raise us 
above our grief. That is unnatural. It is a sin against 
this human heart whose affections are inspired by the 
love of God. But it is also a sin to lose the peace of 
a divine faith and trust. We are to stand on this side 
of the grave when we are led to its brink, and realize 
our loneliness. We are to pass around and beyond it, 
at the same .moment, and look on the side of immor¬ 
tality too. Drink the cup of sorrow, even to its utmost 
drop. That is our appointed discipline. We must re- 
Aliza its bitterness in order that it may become our 
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blessiog. But let us still believe that the trial is a 
blessing even when we drain its bitterest draught. ' 
And the same apparent contradictions must be felt 
respecting the law of death which brings these bereave¬ 
ments. Nothing can suggest more entirely conflicting 
thoughts. Man has clothed death in the deepest gloom. 
Humanity has shuddered before it as ‘‘the King of 
Terrors.” Yet, in another view, death is only an en¬ 
trance into life. While we weep when friends depart, 
as if the change were really deaths just beyond the veil 
angelic spirits are welcoming them to a higher birth, 
with a deeper joy than ever thrills the mother’s heart 
when the voice of the child is first heard in its earthly 
borne. What a contradiction is here ! Yet both views 
must be mingled in the true thought. The gloomy view 
of death has been sadly exaggerated. Still it has a 
foundation in the aspect which such a change must wear 
when it is viewed from our present life. Brightly as 
we desire to regard it, earnestly as man may sometimes 
wish for it to come, still we cannot sympathize with a 
feeling which fails to look upon it with solemn awe.. It 
is a great thing to leave all that is familiar and dear. 
This thought alone is anguish in some positions in life. 
But to enter we know not what, to leave this speaking 
form and feature, through which the soul has hitherto 
been seen, mouldering into ashes, and to pass into a 
mode of existence so entirely diverse from this that 
neither faith nor imagination can form a picture of its 
scenes, — is not this enough to awaken awe? And 
when we add the remembrance of the strict judgments 
of the spiritual world which conscience predicts, where 
we shall escape from the delusions Visyw 
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our clear perception of eternal truths, or hide the guilt 
of so many sins, where we must stand before an uner¬ 
ring tribunal and a heart-searching Judge, — I confess 
that I distrust the men who do not think of such a 


change with the profoundest awe. I fear that they have 
not gained that lowliness which is the only garment of 
acceptance before the Eternal Throne. And yet the 
Christian view of death, expressed in the apostle’s tri¬ 
umphant exclamation, — “ O grave I where is thy vic¬ 
tory ? O death I where is thy sting ? ” — this is never 
to be forgotten for a moment. How can we describe 
the mingled feelings with which we should regard this 
great change of death, or obey its summons ?, Not in 
bold confidence is frail and sinful man to go, yet not in 
distrust; not in exultation, yet not in despair; but in a 
profound submission which hushes the excitements of 
expectation or of fear, — which feels that man knows 
nothing, and, therefore, must trust every thing, and lays 
itself low in the hand of God while life ebbs away, to 
say, — “ Father, into thy hands I commit my spirit.” 

For the sake of greater unity we have confined our¬ 
selves to the conflicting views of Providence and life 
which careful thought or deep experience suggests. 
But similar statements may be made respecting almost 
every truth. What is a true character except a combi¬ 
nation of apparently opposite qualities, — in which 
charity never degenerates into weak lenity, and strict¬ 
ness never hardens into severity; in which prudence 
never chills the fresh impulses of the heart, and impul¬ 
siveness never sins against prudence; in which inde- 
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serpent is blended with the guilelessness of the dove ! 
What a balance of conflicting qualities must be main¬ 
tained to make the character complete ! And what is 
an enlightened faith but a union of apparently opposite 
truths ? It believes, for example, that Gh)d carries foi> 
ward his Providence by uniform laws, and yet that He 
is sovereign over those laws ; free to interpose, accord¬ 
ing to his sovereign love, to answer his children’s 
prayer. It believes in the presence of the Spirit in the 
secrecy of every soul, swaying its affections and its will, 
yet supposes that we are still free to choose, free to re¬ 
sist the Spirit’s pleadings, or to yield an implicit obedi¬ 
ence. It believes in man’s entire dependence and in 
his perfect freedom too. What apparently conflicting 
truths every wise man is constrained to recognize in re¬ 
spect to the least and the greatest things in the move¬ 
ments of Providence, in the universe of God ! 

Consider the grand lesson which such meditations 
enforce. They teach us to bow in unquestioning ado¬ 
ration before an incomprehensible Providence, and an 
incomprehensible Father. There are those who speak 
as if they had fathomed the great deep of the Divine 
government, and penetrated its awful mysteries. Their 
system of thought elucidates the whole. There are 
others who refuse to believe any thing until every as¬ 
pect of the truth can be explained. Let a difficulty 
remain unsolved and they turn away. They ask, in 
eflTect, that God should explain himself to them before 
they will trust in his truth, or receive the light that 
he vouchsafes to impart. Thou child, whosoever thou 
art, who hast fallen into either of these assumptions I 
Thou child indeed! Childhood 
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What word can describe such folly ? Thou hast lost 
thy childlike simplicity, but thou hast not gained a ma¬ 
tured wisdom. The theory of our existence leaves us 
in partial darkness. A life of discipline must be a state 
of mingled light and shade. We must accept many 
truths which we cannot reconcile. We are beneath 
Providence, not above it. We must work on as if man’s 
wickedness defeated the purposes of God. Yet we 
must live in an unchanging conviction that even wick¬ 
edness shall be overruled to promote the triumph of the 
same eternal purpose. We cannot but shrink from suf¬ 
fering. Yet we must accept it in meek acquiescence. 
We must stand in solemn awe when we hear the com¬ 


ing steps of Death. Yet we must willingly obey his 
summons, and take his hand as the hand of an angel. 
We are left amidst mysteries many and great. Life 
and death are equally mysterious. But these mysteries 
must not disturb our faith, and we must calmly wait for 
the hour in which they shall all be solved in the world 
of light. Here, in our present life, we are like the man 
who walks beneath the evening sky, when bright stars 
are beaming over him to tell of a higher world, and to 
reveal his path. But, although they pour light upon his 
present way, they shine in unbroken silence, and answer 
none of his questions concerning the world of which they 
speak. Or we are like the child led through thick dark¬ 
ness by a parent’s hand. Though we see him not we 
can feel the Father’s hand, and its touch inspires new 
confidence within the soul. Let the spirit of lowliness 
fill our hearts which give thanks for every ray of light. 
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Then saith he unto them, my soul is exceeding sorrow¬ 
ful, EVEN UNTO DEATH : TARRY YE HERE, AND WATCH WITH 

ME- — Rise, let us be going : behold, he is at hand that 
DOTH BETRAY ME. — Matt. XXVl. 38, 46. 

It may seem presumptuous to present an interpre¬ 
tation of the agony of Jesus. Many believers have 
deemed it peculiarly difficult of explanation. Yet no 
scene in his history is more replete with instruction. 
We shrink, indeed, from the attempt to develop its teach¬ 
ing. But we do not hesitate in consequence of the con¬ 
flicting interpretations which have been advanced. We 
shrink from the attempt to analyze such intense emo¬ 
tion. All words seem shallow when the feeling is un- 
fathomably deep. It seems more appropriate to go to 
the garden with silent, adoring sympathy and reverence, 
rather than with words of criticism. While we watch 
with the Redeemer in his agony, as when we stand be¬ 
fore the truly grand, the sublimely beautiful in nature, 
all speech is hushed. Before the outwaxd 
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tions of God’s power, or the deepest things in the human 
heart, the first impulse is to be stilL 

In the disconnected sentences which have been se¬ 
lected as the text, Jesus is presented in two points of 
view. In the one we hear his cry of anguish in the hour 
of agony. Im the other, his calm words when he meets 
the betrayer. We join these two expressions together for 
a twofold reason. The connection between them is nat¬ 
ural and direct. And we desire that those who are per¬ 
plexed by the agony should also remember the sublime 
peace that succeeded it. Mark the contrast in the two 
successive scenes. One is all anguish. The other is all 
serenity. Just now great drops of blood were wrung 
out upon the forehead of Jesus by the intensity of his 
emotion. In the next hour he meets the traitor with a 
calm remonstrance, with no trace of that awful anguish 
upon his brow. The agonized man is transfigured by a 
superhuman serenity. The angel that descended to 
strengthen him in the garden remains in his heart 
When he utters the simple words, “ I am he,” even the 
rude soldiery fall backward, awed, overpowered, by the 
majestic calmness of. his presence. Whatever the agony 
may have been, it has departed now. If it were a tran¬ 
sient eclipse, the darkness has quickly vanished. Per¬ 
haps it unsealed the deeper fountains of strength. 
Through the pains of the human heart the godlike may 
have been fully born. 

But what was this agony? Can we discover the 
nature, or the elements, of that profound experience in 
Gethsemane ? It is necessary to undertake the less 
attractive work of -exposition before we consider the 
view which the scene suggests concerning the character 
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of Jesus. This exposition iiimishes the authority, and 
basis, for the thought which seems so rich in instructions, 
and so full of attractions. 

Three things combined, perhaps, to produce this 
anguish in the soul of Jesus. There was, in the first 
place, the trial of the deepest human love.* We believe 
that this formed a part of that great agony. The heart 
of Jesus overfiowed with human love. His relation to 
John, to Mary and Martha, his tears at the tomb of 
Lazarus, his last words to his mother, while he hung 
upon the cross, are all proofs of the strength of his sym¬ 
pathy and afiection. And when we look. at the scene 
in the garden, in connection with what immediately 
preceded it, we know that every sensibility must have 
been most deeply moved. We see the manifestations 
of his deep feeling in the first reference to this last jour¬ 
ney to Jerusalem. We are told that the disciples 
"were afraid,” as they followed him. He knew that 
he was going to his cross. And the rapt devotion of 
his spirit covered his form and features with a divine 
majesty, which filled the disciples with trembling rev¬ 
erence and awe. His answer when his feet were 
anointed, indicates the same intensity of feeling. His 
mind was absorbed with one thought; and the fragrance 
of the ointment spoke only of his embalming. Every 
thing conspired to deepen his emotion. He entered 
Jerusalem amidst hosannas, and in apparent triumph. 
But the nature of that popular enthusiasm, based upon 
a false view of his character, only proved to him how 
readily the same people would join in the cry for his 
crucifixion. He went into Gethsemane from the last 
supper with his disciples, where his heswrt^ 
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itself out with unspeakable fervor and sweetness, in the 
interchange of deep affection. The disciples were ex¬ 
hausted by this intense excitement; and when they went 
into the garden they were overcome with sleep. But 
the soul of Jesus was aroused to an immortal wakeful¬ 
ness by the concentrated emotions of that hour. And 
could another element be added to the cup which seemed 
already full ? He stood in utter loneliness in respect to 
human sympathy. His chosen friends were slumbering. 
How impressively that circumstance imaged the fact 
that the whole world was sleeping over that which 
awakened him to agony! And, as some have supposed, 
might not the night itself, which makes loneliness more 
lonely, which symbolizes so solemnly the fact, that no 
light of this world’s sympathy beams over the heart, — 
might not the night have added another element of sad¬ 
ness? When we remember all these circumstances, 
we know that if there was a human heart in the breast 
of Jesus, its profoundest deeps must then have been 
broken up. 

But there was an additional cause for his anguish! 
He foresaw the fate which his country was destined to 
meet. His patriotism was keenly tried. The tears 
which fell over Jerusalem, when he entered the city 
amidst hosannas, prove the strength of his patriotic 
feeling. It was revealed again in his reply to the 
women who wailed over him as he went to the cross: 
“ Weep not for me, but weep for yourselves, and for 
your children.” This was no light or trivial sorrow. 
Jesus was patriotic, as well as divinely philanthropic. 
Although his heart bled for the Samaritan as well as 
for the Jew, he felt an added pang when he beheld the 
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kindness of his countrymen, and foresaw the suffering 
which must come upon his kinsmen in the flesh. And 
he foresaw it all. In their bitter fierceness he saw the 
spirit which would take up arms against the Roman, 
and incur his awful vengeance. Was not this one ele¬ 
ment of his agony ? Did not this furnish one impulse 
to the prayer that the cup might pass from his lips ? 
How joyfully would he have been crucified with male¬ 
factors for the deliverance of his countrymen! But the 
spirit which carried him to the cross, was the spirit which 
must seal their doom. And as he looked down through 
the ages with prophetic sight, with a pained and bleed¬ 
ing heart, he saw the dread fulfilment of their self- 
uttered curse: “ His blood be upon ourselves, and upon 
our children.” 

But there was another element of agony which was 
greater than aU. He felt a Saviour's anguish. Grief 
for the sin that led him to the cross, brought the keen¬ 
est suffering. Sorrow pierced his soul, when he 
remembered that men would not hear the calls of 
love which sought to gather them together as the hen 
gathereth her chickens under her wings, and that the 
ministry of judgment would become the only possible 
ministry]of niercy. Sorrow for the sin! This prompt¬ 
ed the awfiil exclamation concerning the treachery of 
his betrayer; — ‘‘It had been good for that man if he 
had never been born.” And when he recalled the 
blindness which had always stoned the prophets, when 
he beheld the spirit which was ready to crucify its 
Redeemer, when he looked forward to a similar blind¬ 
ness and sin, in future generations, this divine sorrow 
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wrung out the bloody sweat and the cry of agony. The 
Saviour bled for the sin of man before he hung upon 
the tree. In the loneliness of Gethsemane, grief for 
man’s iniquity laid a crushing burden upon his heart. 
Perhaps that burden was even heavier at Gethsemane 
than at Calvary. When he went to the cross itself, the 
glory of that great sacrifice, visions of the redemption 
which it would bring to the race, may have changed 
the torturing anguish into peace. 

And now it may be said, ‘‘ These were doubtless ele¬ 
ments of the Redeemer’s agony; ” but why should he 
have experienced such awful anguish ? Men often con¬ 
trast the agony of Jesus with the firmness of martyiv 
souls, and wonder how the apparent weakness can be 
explained. Such questionings imply a misapprehen¬ 
sion of the real nature of true Christian feeling. Let 
us consider the difficulty which has presented itself to 
many minds. A grand view of Christianity will thus 
be disclosed, which has manifold and most important 
applications. 

Men have a vague impression that Christianity not 
only regulates, but in some degree represses, our natural 
sympathies. They imagine that it aids us in days of 
trial, by teaching us not to cling so closely to those 
around us ; that it saves us from the anguish of broken 
friendships, by lifting us above earthly afiections ; that 
it inculcates an impersonal feeling which knows no 
peculiar glow, and can feel no peculiar pang. They 
are unable to reconcile its impartial philanthropy with 
special human afiections. Hence, some objectors, and 
some mistaken advocates also, insist that Christianity 
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condemns patriotism by inculcating uniyersal aims. 
Hence arise many kindred fancies which obscure the 
true glory of the Redeemer’s spirit. 

This is all misapprehension. Christianity never 
represses, but intensates and glorifies humanity. It 
never closes, but widens, and immeasurably deepens 
the channels for all noble human feelings. It never 
extinguishes, but fires the human heart. It gives to 
every pure sympathy an inexpressible strength. The 
new power which it imparts to the heart flows through¬ 
out the frame, cmd appears in every throbbing of the 
pulse. It gives a deeper expression to the parent’s 
eye, and lights it with an immortal love. It transforms 
even the mere civilities of life into beautiful and natu¬ 
ral manifestations of feeling. Christianity creates a 
life which is gloriously described in the phrase, — “ God 
manifest in the flesh.” Such a life endows earthly 
sympathies with a godlike energy. The true disciple 
is all nerve and heart. A more than feminine tender¬ 
ness entwines itself around his manly soul. Every 
trace of stoicism is erased from his heart. His firm 
spirit is not like a bare sturdy pillar, standing up in 
severe strength. The column must be so entwined 
from base to summit with the gentlest tendrils of feeling, 
that you do not at first perceive their firm support. 
Yet when these are rent and tom away, it is revealed 
in its majestic strength. Thus stands the Christian soul 
when the sympathies which some imagine can only 
weaken it, are tom away or cmcified. Christianity is 
human as well as divine. The depth of its humanity 
is in proportion to the majesty of its divinity. It does 
not sustain us by crushing our afiectiona* 
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angels to strengthen us in our agony. The apostolic 
declaration, “ Godliness is profitable for all things, hav¬ 
ing the promise of the life that now is, and of that which 
is to come,” is not to be applied to external things alone. 
It is verified even in outward things, in the universal, 
and all beneficent influence of the religious spirit. But 
its best verification appears in the power of religion to 
deepen every true feeling which pertains to the present 
world; to give new strength to sympathy and new depth 
to love; to impart to the countenance, not only the glow 
of human feeling, but also the radiancy of that higher 
inspiration with which it quickens, and glorifies, all 
present friendships. The divine life which will be per¬ 
fected in the world to come, transfigures humanity in 
every sphere of present existence. Has it not, there¬ 
fore, the promise of the life which now is ? 

The sacrifices which the Christian heart is required 
to make cannot be what some have imagined. Some 
have compared the agony of Jesus with the stoicism of 
the philosopher, and questioned the Saviour’s preemi¬ 
nence. Stoicism is grand. But it has no heart. It 
possesses only a barbarian grandeur. We cannot ad¬ 
mire the firmness which is built upon the ruins of what 
is tenderest and sweetest in the human breast. The 
grim resolve of the savage is not half so majestic as the 
tearful, yet unreserved, consecration of the refined 
and sensitive man. Others have contrasted the agony 
of Jesus with the manifestations of enthusiasm. The 
fervor of enthusiasm is grand. But in its wildness it 
often tramples upon the heart. It creates an insane 
greatness. It forgets or overlooks the great facts of 
life. Let such poor comparisons cease. Christianitj 
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has no sympathy with a barbaric sternness, or a vision¬ 
ary fervor. Its spirit is as much more beautiful than 
these manifestations of so-called greatness, as the an¬ 
gelic heart, with its thousand strings of feeling attuned 
to sweetest harmony, is more beautiful than an icy stoi¬ 
cism. It is as much more grand than these, as the 
calm expression of a cultivated and inspired reason is 
more grand than the insane majesty of a wild enthusi¬ 
asm. 

Do we still ask, why should Jesus have known his. 
agony? Do we wonder still? It was in exact har¬ 
mony with his character. It arose from the peculiar 
intensity which his divine life gave to the human heart. 
It was the result of the profound development of human 
affection in his breast. Why regard it as inexplicable,, 
in the history of such a life ? Why look upon it as a 
mysterious manifestation of the spirit of Jesus ? We 
must stand in amazement, indeed, when we consider 
the depth of that experience. To our unappreciating 
souls, the agony of Jesus, like his whole life, is veiled 
in mystery. But there is no mystery in the nature of’ 
that agony. Do not look upon it as if it betrayed his 
imperfection! Do not question whether the suffering 
of Jesus in the garden can be vindicated ! His anguish 
came from the greatness, not from the weakness of his 
nature. If his heart had not been so intensely loving,, 
if his affections and sensibilities had not attained such, 
divine strength, he could not have suffered thus. The 
trial was unutterably severe, because his love was un¬ 
utterably divine. It does not become men, who cannot 
comprehend what it is truly to love, who are not great 
enough to appreciate the Redeemer’s 
3 
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be capable of such agony, to go to Getbsemane to criti¬ 
cise. How can they appreciate the pangs which wrung 
the heart of the Son of God ? Could we conceive of 
lower tribes of being as speculating concerning the 
sorrows of men, we might as fitly imagine them to 
wonder at the pains of which man alone is capable, and 
to question his greatness, because, unlike themselves, he 
is sometimes overpowered by grief. Instead of bring¬ 
ing Jesus down from his throne, Gethsemane seems to 
place the crown upon his brow. His agony makes his 
sacrifice more glorious. He manifested no stoicism. 
He was immeasurably greater than that. He displayed 
no vehement enthusiasm. He saw all things as they 
were. He was not borne on by human sympathy, as 
so many martyrs have been; by the sympathy of the 
few, at least, whose approval was more to them than 
the condemnation of the world. Jesus stood alone. He 
went to the cross with every nerve alive and bleeding. 
The ideal of greatness which many cherish, seems to 
me unworthy and imperfect. To adore while we bleed 
and sufier, is true glory. To wear the crown of thorns, 
and feel its every cruel point, and yet retain a radiant 
brow, — to climb the hill of sacrifice, and chant praises 
ito the Father with lips and heart, where each word of 
praise is a dirge over every selfish hope, — is genuine 
greatness. Then the human heart is enrobed with a 
•divine majesty. 

Gethsemane is a clear testimony to the depth of the 
Redeemer’s heart; a manifestation of a most attractive 
feature in the Christian life. It gives instructions of 
unspeakable importance to the soul. Jesus would not 
have been the true example for man, if he had not suf- 
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fered. Some minds shrink from such an assertion. 
Yet who has not been called, or will not be called, to 
meet a similar experience? We are made for both 
smiles and tears. The smiles come most frequently. 
Yet the tears must sometimes gush from our eyes. The 
heart cannot know its rapturous joys without the lia¬ 
bility to sorrows equally keen. If we are thus alive to 
gladness, we must be also alive to grief. God’s angels 
have various ministries. Some come with the bounding 
feet of joy; some with the veiled face of sadness. Na¬ 
ture and Providence symbolize this great fact. Nature 
has its sunshine and its clouds ; its serene and its stormy 
skies. But the clouds bring refreshments to the earth. 
They drop down the rains and the dews. Life repeats 
what such analogies suggest. The countenance of man 
must be furrowed by tears as well as wreathed in smiles. 
There are some spiritual energies which no ministry 
but that of sorrow can develop. There are some feel¬ 
ings which no other experience can unseql. Have you 
not felt this when you listened to the words of those 
who had really suffered ? Did they not come from a 
deeper spirit than is possessed by those who float upon 
the surface of life ? Did they not touch deeper chords 
in the soul than any other words can reach ? Did you 
not then begin to perceive the profound meaning of the 
words, “Blessed are they that mourn ? ” Blessed are 
they, indeed, not only in future consolations, but in an 
enlarged and a profounder life. 

Man needs the lesson of Gethsemane. He needs to 
see a spirit that can teach him to triumph through his 
suffering. When he looks into that evening stillness 
upon Gethsemane and Olivet, whicli 
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hj the prayer of agony and of trust, he knows that the 
depths of trial have once been fully sounded. He finds 
the Redeemer whom he needs. He sees another proof 
of the Messiahship of Jesus, that he can meet the heart 
in every phase of its experience ; in its keenest agony, 
and in its hour of deepest peace. Joy to the world for 
the agony of Jesus, as well as for every other incident 
in his divinely glorious life. How needful are its in¬ 
structions to oilen suffering man, and how blessed! 

October 20, 1844. 




JESUS REFUSING THE WINE AND MYRRH. 


They gave him to drink wine mingled with myrrh ; but 
HE RECEIVED IT NOT. — Mark XV. 23. 


We are told that it was customary to administer 
a stupefying draught to those who were suffering the 
agony of crucifixion. So terrible was that form of 
punishment, that even the men who inflicted it were 
melted into compassion as they witnessed its tortures. 
Cruelty itself shuddered at the thought of such intoler¬ 
able pain, and endeavored to give a partial relief. 
And although the unfeeling populace and the merciless 
priests mocked the uncomplaining sufferer, as if they 
sought to make crucifixion more excruciating, yet 
some compassionate hearts were moved to pity. Per¬ 
haps some heathen soldier was touched by a tenderness 
which the Jew could not feel, and offered this alleviating 
draught to Jesus. “ But he received it not.” 

He received it not. Last night, the meek sufferer 
prayed, in Gethsemane, that, if it were 
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might pass from him. Last night he prayed in an 
agony so intense, that" he sweat as it were great drops 
of blood.” Yet, now, upon the cross itself, racked by 
its torture, he refuses every alleviation of its pains. The 
incident recorded in the text derives new significance 
from its close connection with that hour of agony. We 
follow Jesus to the garden to hear him exclaim, “ My 
soul is exceeding sorrowful, even unto death.” Thrfee 
times he falls upon the ground in the intensest pleading 
of his soul in prayer. Again, and yet again, he turns 
to the three disciples, asking them to watch with him 
a single hour. He seems to call upon heaven and earth 
for sympathy and strength. His spirit seems to fail in 
the moment of its extremest need. We almost fear 


that the trial of the morrow may not be bravely met. 
Yet, when the morrow comes, he refuses “the wine 
and the myrrh.” Last night his soul was like the agi¬ 
tated sea, when the sun goes down amidst tumult and 
storm. Now, all is serene, as when the morning smiles 
again upon the calmed and placid wave. The heavens 
could not look down more peacefully upon Jerusalem, 
than Jesus looked upon the instrument of his torture. 
Even nature seemed to sympathize with that cruel sa¬ 
crifice, and veiled her face in gloom. But Jesus re¬ 
fused the wine and the myrrh. We do not apprehend 
the full meaning of the text, unless we consider it in 
connection with the agony in the garden. It was nei¬ 
ther apathy, nor a delirious enthusiasm, insensible to the 
keenness of the trial, which refused every alleviation 
of its pains. Gethsemane forbids either supposition. 
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tion of friends, or tlie divine grief that wept over the 
blindness of his cruciiiers, he clearly perceived, and 
keenly felt. Jesus felt each separate pulse of agony; 
yet he retained the serenity of a God. 

Like every minutest thing in the Redeemer’s life, the 
incident recorded in the text is connected with the sub- 
limest principle. For each word or look of Jesus is 
like each single ray of light that falls upon our path. 
If we follow it back to its source, it leads us to a glory 
which is almost too bright for mortal eyes to behold. 
Let us observe, therefore, the application of the text to 
human experience, and endeavor to form some concep¬ 
tion of the spirit which it indicates and reveals. 

Jesus stood by the cross, or hung upon its piercing 
nails, with a keener sensibility to the trials of the 
scene than our imagination can conceive. Yet he re¬ 
fused the wine and the myrrh. We shrink from bearing 
the full weight of any cross which Providence may 
place upon our shoulder. Jesus bravely met and se¬ 
renely bore the heaviest burden. We seek escape 
instead of victory. Who stands by his cross and de¬ 
sires no deliverance from its sternest self-renunciations ? 
Do our worldly aims meet with disappointment ? and 
does God thus invite to a crucifixion of worldly hopes 
which can place us above the power of external change ? 
Do the enchantments of the world, in which we have 
hitherto believed, prove false ? To whom do we turn 
again but to the same magician, though his words are 
seen to be a lie, that he may weave another spell to 
beguile us of our sorrows ? The delusive hopes were 
like bubbles floating in the sunbeam, that vanished into 
nothing when we sought to grasp them. Yet, instantly, 
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by some new excitement, equally baseless, we seek to 
expel the r^^membrance of the old. How few are 
those royal souls who calmly rest apaong' the ruins, 
when the temple of their worldly hope falls around 
them, desiring no false solace to divert their thought, 
refusing to build again upon vain foundations! How 
few reject all superficial consolations, and go down in¬ 
stantly and resolutely into the deeper affections of the 
heart,—to that well whose waters spring up into ever¬ 
lasting life ! What draught do we not eagerly accept 
to bewilder our senses, to charm away bitter i^mem- 
brances, to intoxicate for the whole of life, if that were 
possible, rather than nobly strive for this absolute tri¬ 
umph ! What oblivions we seek in the lapse of time, 
what diversion of mind in new excitements, rather than 
wrestle with those trials in the wilderness until they 
are put to flight forever. • 

Such reflections suggest the question whether there 
has been much of true self-renunciation, even where 
Providence has most graciously invited it by placing 
needful crosses in the paths of men. Experience often 
forces upon us that unwelcome question. Why does a 
second visitation of calamity ever reiu’oduce the over¬ 
whelming sorrow of a first grief? Was it not change, 
rather than triumph, which calmed the heart ? Was it 
not the opiate of time, or the intoxication of new hopes, 
rather than the serene victory of self-renunciation ? 
We shrink from re-opening the sorrows of the past. 
Yet we should never hesitate to probe the wounds of 
the soul with an unfaltering hand. Jesus teaches no 
such mistaken compassion. We look back to the grave 
in which our hopes were buried in the bitterness of the 
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first experience of grief. Have we forgotten its les¬ 
son in the excitements of subsequent life ? Or did we 
triumph through a living faith? Did we triumph? 
Then why is the grave still covered with gloom, as 
when we first laid within it a darling hope ? He who 
goes once rightly to its side begins to say even amid 
his flowing tears, “ 0 grave! where is thy victory ? ” 
We know that the repetition of trial does not remove 
its bitterness. No familiarity can make the angel of 
afl^ction appear otherwise than the messenger of grief. 
We nlay not escape the sadness, or be saved from all 
its agony. It is of the “new heaven” of the soul, to 
which none on earth really ascend, that the writer of 
the Revelation speaks when he says, “ God shall 
wipe away all tears from their eyes ; and there shall be 
neither sorrow, nor crying, neither shall there be any 
more pain.” We cannot enter now upon that day of 
unbroken peace. But we may behold its dawn. One 
true reception of the lesson of sorrow will partially 
raise us above its power. If we do not find it so in 
our experience, it is a dbnfession of our previous un¬ 
faithfulness. He who has once looked in true self- 
renunciation upon the sepulchre, will see only the linen 
clothes lying there when called thither again, as did the 
apostles who went to the tomb of the risen Jesus. It 
can never be again, as of old, the place of death. He 
may bedew its sod with tears ; but light beams all the 
while through the tears, and forms the bow of hope. 
Why should we not fear when no such results are real¬ 
ized in our experience ? If our souls are tried, yet 
not instructed, chastened, yet not blessed, there is cause to 
fear that our fancied resignation was a dream^ md Ihs&l 
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our lamps vnW not be found trimmed and burning when 
the bridegroom cometh. 

There is a profound wisdom in the prayer of Jesus, 
that his disciples should not be taken out of the world, 
but kept from the evil. Christianity does not shrink 
from any form of sacrifice, or veil its nature or its great¬ 
ness. It does not conceal one point in the crown of 
thorns which it places upon the brow. It does not seek 
to array the cross in flowers. There is one unvarying 
condition of discipleship which sends a chill of fear to 
all partial self-renunciations. It is ever the same; 

Take up thy cross and follow.” One spirit reigns 
throughout the Redeemer’s hours of suffering. He 
always refuses the wine and the myrrh. It is a divine 
wisdom. There is no sure solace for the tried soul 
except in an unconditional, absolute submission. In 
proportion as it approaches that position it ascends 
towards a perfect rest. Man must seek repose in an 
unquestioning trust in God. It is not wise to make 
even those thoughts that may appear like assured hopes, 
the foundation of our repose. We may form many con¬ 
ceptions of the future that are cheering to the heart 
The glad scenes of recognition, as parents, children, 
friends, go to join the departed ones, may awaken thrills 
of rapture in the breast. Bright pictures of the heavenly 
world may be formed in the chamber of grief, and hung 
around its walls, and almost beguile us for a season from 
the remembrance of our sadness. And fervent desires 
to soar away to a rest so joyous may fill the heart, 
which may be the result of secret unreconciliation, 
rather than of a triumphant faith. But although such 
thoughts tempt to no positive unreconciliation, although 
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they may appear in perfect harmony with the clear 
revelations of God’s love, still it is not wise to rest upon 
them for consolation. What can our best conceptions 
of the modes of future existence be, but the feeble at¬ 
tempts of finite minds to comprehend the ways of infi¬ 
nite love! Our brightest dreams may fail, not because 
God’s love will cease, but because that love will be¬ 
stow a greater blessedness than heart hath yet conceived. 
Rest only, and rest forever, upon faith in that un¬ 
fathomed and unfathomable love. Rest upon that love 
which may disappoint human hopes only to confer 
blessings too great to enter into our earthly dreams. 
Do not limit that boundless benignity by curious specu¬ 
lations concerning its special ministries of mercy. - Do 
not be lured into forgetfulness of the full bitterness of 
the cup which is now given you to drink, even by rev¬ 
elling in those bright conceptions of the future which 
faith seems to sanction and unfold. 

It is no mystery to find that Jesus never prayed that 
his disciples should be taken from the world, or saved 
from any crosses which it might build. When we 
place ourselves in his point of view, and see the path 
before those first apostles as it then disclosed itself to 
his mind, his petition for them seems a dread prayer. 
For the hour in the garden which had just passed, the 
hour of crucifixion then at hand, were only symbols to 
his prophetic soul of the path of trial and of tears, of 
toils and of martyrdom, wherein his disciples were to 
walk. He saw the crown of sacrifice and of thorns to 
be platted for every true confessor’s brow. Yet, stand¬ 
ing between Gcthsemane and Calvary, he does not pray 
for alleviation or escape. He only asks fev 
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and for victory. And it is no mystery that, in his own 
example, he teaches the sufferers of all ages to wave 
away every draught of wine and myrrh. The great 
physician is too compassionate to desire to beguile us 
^7 a false solace, or by superficial healing. It is 
because he is the Redeemer that his call to sacrifice 
becomes so apparently unrelenting. He would save 
from no cross whose ministry would be needfuL 
Neither would he diminish the pain of the cross. We 
sometimes forget the nature of a divine love. There 
is a love infinitely higher than the tenderness which 
♦ seeks to outrun the wishes of its object, lest its happi¬ 
ness should be clouded for a season. It is the love 
which wounds in order to heal. Do we not know that 
the law which demands toil on earth, and thus develops 
energy and strength in man, is a glorious proof of the 
Father’s love ? Do we not know that the Providence 
which appoints the cross to all who have aught within 
the heart that needs crucifixion, is the special token of 
His eternal benignity ? God’s love appears in the path 
of self-renunciation trodden by the Son of God; that 
path which led at first through the temptations of the 
wilderness, and through Gethsemane at its close. It 
was the beloved Son of God who was called to tread 
that thorny road. And they are dear children too w^ho 
tread a similar path of trial and of glory. For inas¬ 
much as the peace of God transcends the brief delights 
of unchastened desire, so this divine love transcends 
that weakness of affection which often dwells in human 
hearts. 

Jesus sanctions no prayer that his followers should 
flaved from exposure to suffering. “ Not to take 
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them from the world, but to keep them from the evil,” 
is his only petition. And none beside should ascend 
from our lips. Indeed, if we were wise, we should 
not dare^to evade any form of trial. For the degree 
of our trial is the measure of our need of the discipline. 
In the feeling which it awakens we may see the nature 
and the magnitude of the work yet to be accomplished 
in our hearts. That is a sure revelation of the distance 
between our own lives and an enduring rest. Few 
men live who are not patient in untroubled hours. We 
should scarcely be human if we could not retain our 
serenity when no clouds darken our path. When we 
can bear life’s smaller crosses, with an unruffled breast, 
when we can learn to stand amid mockings and revilings 
with an unreviling and forgiving patience, when we 
can enter the garden of trial and never permit the fore¬ 
head to be furrowed by a murmuring thought even 
while it is bathed in a bloody sweat, then we begin to 
realize the sublime idea of trust which Jesus teaches. 
We should not dare to benumb the heart, by any de¬ 
ceptive draught, to the pain which may reveal its actual 
condition. Though we should be plunged into a distress 
fitly imaged by the anguish of him who could find no 
drop of water to cool his burning tongue, what could 
that reveal but the breadth of the gulf between the 
heart and the lowly faith which reposed in Abraham’s 
bosom? Though the tempest should rage around us 
as it beat upon the disciples on the lake of Galilee, 
what could that reveal except the fact that the spirit 
of the Lord had never yet spoken in the heart with a 
sovereign voice to bid its agitations cease? Let no 
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veil be woven to bide such truths from our view. Let 
the heart render thanksgivings for the Providence that 
reveals it to itself. I low plainly we can discern the 
spirit of the Redeemer’s life! That teaches us to de¬ 
sire no deliverance, except through spiritu^ victory. 
It will not permit us to make the crown of thorns easier 
to the brow. It teaches us to wear it with a consenting 
heart; to say, “ Not my will, but thine be done,” until 
through a victorious faith and trust every thorn shall 
ray out a stream of holy light, such as is often pictured 
around the head of Jesus in his hour of trial and of 
triumph. 

There is but one possibility of misapprehension in 
respect to the doctrine which the text enforces. There 
is a process of self-torture in which some brood over 
their suffering. They not only look at the present 
trial until they see its every feature, but they look at 
that alone. The little cloud is magnified until it covers 
sun and sky. They refuse to be comforted not only 
because they desire to drink the cup which Providence 
presents to their lips. They have a morbid feeling 
which feeds upon grief. No such self-torture is sanc¬ 
tioned by the spirit of the Christian teaching. It is as 
free from morbid grief as from a desire to hide the 
actual trial from the heart. Jesus neither seeks, nor 
shuns, suffering or shame. He passes away from the 
enraged people when no imperative call of truth for¬ 
bids. He stands serenely in their midst when his hour 
has come. He courts no trial. He shrinks from none, 
however great. He builds no cross for himself. He 
fears none which the world may build. In no point of 
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view does Jesus appear more glorious than in this ab¬ 
solute freedom from every trace of self-torture, even 
while he waves away every draught of wine and myrrh. 
And when we look at the mistakes on either side in the 
lives of the purest disciples, we can only exclaim with 
increasing faith, “ Lord, to whom shall we go ? Thou 
hast the words of eternal life.” 

It is not torture, but discipline, w^hich Christianity 
enjoins. It never adds one tittle of weight to the trial 
which the Father’s love appoints. It never takes one 
tittle of its weight away. It remembers the spirit of 
that dread word in the Apocalypse in reference to the 
unfolding of the great book of God’s Providence, and 
the teachings that are written therein; “ Whosoever 
taketh away from the words of this book, from him 
shall be taken his part in the book of life.” Whoso¬ 
ever beareth not the cross in the depth of its sacrifice, 
from him shall be taken the peace that its sacrifice 
will bring. There is a sublime Scripture which says, 
‘‘ I waited patiently for the Lord.” It embodies the 
spirit of divine trust. There is no impatient haste to 
see the light of the Father’s countenance while it is still 
veiled. The heart lays itself low in the hand of God. 
It calmly bears its own infirmities while it besieges the 
throne with its prayers for strength. It patiently wears 
the sackcloth of grief while it never leaves the mercy- 
seat in its supplications. It prays as the rent and bleed¬ 
ing heart is permitted to pray. But its prayer is sug¬ 
gested and guided by the spirit of submission. To feel 
the pang, yet not to shrink from the suffering, to pray 
for deliverance, yet to have no repining thought — who 
shall bestow that victorious patience ? 
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“ Come! leam thy Saviour’s peace: 
That Saviour, fount of good, 

Who from his birth sought no release 
From suffering, tears, and blood. 

“ 0 come! the holy cross 
Do thou in patience bear; 

Who meekly meets its shame and loss, 
Its perfect peace may share.” 


August 80, 1840. 



V. 

THE SIGN OF PROMISE. 


When i bring a cloud over the earth, the bow shall be 
SEEN IN THE CLOUD. — Geoesis ix. 14. 


Thus God is recorded to have spoken to Noah and 
his sons when they went forth from the ark to re-people 
the earth. Every thing except that little company had 
been swept away. God had passed over the world im 
judgment. But after the flood, the bow appeared im 
the cloud as a symbol of love to the re-appearing; 
earth. And the record tells us that it was then made 
a sign of promise that no flood should again visit the 
earth. It was the token of God’s everlasting cove¬ 
nant between Himself and every living creature through 
all generations. It was the bright seal of heaven 
spanning the sky, seen anew after every storm, whose* 
glorious device should whisper to the heart an assur¬ 
ance of grace and love. 

We leave the consideration of the literal history. 
The correspondence between it and the great facts of 
spiritual experience attracts our thought. 

4 
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not only expresses a fact in the natural world, but it sym¬ 
bolizes a truth in the world of spiritual life, in the pro¬ 
found experience of the individual heart. The deluge 
and the bow are always connected in life. They are 
cause and effect. And as the bow appeared after the 
deluge as a token of God’s everlasting covenant with 
all flesh, so it appears in its brightness to the individual 
heart as the assurance of a covenant between itself and 
its God, when the imperfections of its life have been 
swept away by a flood. When God brings a cloud 
over the heart he sets his bow in the cloud. Observe 
some of the illustrations of a truth which is so full of 
consolation and hope. 

Man can never truly see God until every thing 
earthly and selflsh in his life has been entirely swept 
away. A flood must destroy the old earth and all its 
works. The living conviction of God’s ever-present 
and boundless grace, for example, is the result of the 
deepest sense of dependence. So long as man retains 
a vestige of the fancy that there is a power within him¬ 
self which can be exerted without the immediate pres¬ 
ence and aid of God, he cannot realize the perfection 
of the Father’s love. Every such thought must pass 
away. Every dream of man that he can exist or act 
without an agency of God which is as direct as in any 
miracle of the past, must be dispelled. And then, when 
he looks around in absolute lowliness, when he feels 
that he only breathes by the breath of God, that he 
only thinks and feels through His indwelling spirit, 
'.then the bow appears in its brightest promise. That 
entire prostration of soul alone reveals this token of the 
covenant of grace between God and man, the Father 
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and his child. Once, he habitually recognized nothing 
above his own strength. Once he only saw the ever¬ 
present God in events which awakened peculiar wonder 
and awe. Now each breath is a gift. “ The hairs of 
his head are numbered.” Every thought of purity is 
an interposition of grace. Wonderful as miracles are 
all whisperings of truth. Is it not clear that every 
thought which prevents the conviction of dependence 
must be overcome, before this sweet, this redeeming 
sense of God’s present grace can be realized ? Then is 
the Lord God’s voice heard among the trees. Then 
do we know that it is the Comforter that whispers in 
the soul to check its passion, or to soothe its fears. 
Then do we practically and joyfully believe, that 

“ Every virtue we possess, 

And every victory won; 

And every thought of holiness, 

Are His alone.” 

But why should we linger upon particular illustra¬ 
tions of the truth which we are contemplating ? We 
turn to its most complete illustration in the change 
which comes' in the regeneration of the soul. The 
deluge must sweep over all, or man is not bom again. 
Must not the heart yield an unreserved submission to 
the word and will of God, in order that the whole body 
may be full of light? When the eye is single, the 
light appears. While there are two warring wills, the 
will of the flesh contending against the will of God 
speaking through the conscience, man can never see 
the sign of the covenant set on high in his soul. Then 
he dwells in continual unrest. He is 
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conflicting claims of the undeniable law and the rebel¬ 
lious passion. His heart is like the seat of a civil war¬ 
fare, desolated by the strife. What he wills, he does 
not. What he wills not, that he does. While there is 
one reservation in the will of man the peace of God 
cannot come. That reservation banishes true peace by 
an irrevocable law. Question not the great truth that 
man must experience spiritual unrest until he volunta¬ 
rily subjects every thing to the voice of God who 
walks with him in every garden, and, at " the cool of 
the day,” in his hours of reflection, asks, “ What is this 
that thou hast done ? ” When the selfish will is over¬ 
come, the peace of the adoption and atonement l^egins. 
“ There is no condemnation to them ” who are thus bom 
anew. The beauty of the Father’s will is first per¬ 
ceived when it is regarded with a consenting heart. 
The law which once spoke in thunder to the rebellious 
soul, is seen to be grace and truth to the reconciled 
spirit. After the deluge the bow of promise appears. 
Where the cloud once frowned upon the heart, that 
^gn of the covenant, that smile of God is seen, to soothe 
its fears to rest. 

The great events in the history of the world are 
symbols of the great events in the experience of the 
individual heart. The record of the race is written 
anew in the progress of each single life. To every 
man there must come a flood. The necessity is found 
in the fact that he has fallen, and has thus created a 
rebellious will which resists the commandments that are 
written by the finger of God upon tables of stone, and 
upon the more enduring tablet of the heart. For whoso 
liveth and sinneth not, himself even being witness ? A 
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deluge must come to sweep away every vestige of the 
corrupted earth which this corrupted will has formed. 
And this unreserved surrender of the heart is its birth 
in God. When the will of the flesh is subdued the 
word of God is revealed to the soul in blessed dis¬ 
closures of truth and light. Then Christ is bom in 
the heart And as the angels sang when the Son of 
Mary was laid in the manger, in tones that reached 
and enraptured mortal ears, so do the heavenly hosts 
always sing when the Christ is bora in the soul of man. 
They strike their harps anew over every sinner that 
repenteth. The flood must first come; and then the 
bow of promise appears, bending in beauty to embrace 
the trusting child, and the sweet whisper never ceases 
to be heard, “ It is the token of the everlasting cove¬ 
nant between me and thee.” 

Here we may find an explanation of facts in the 
deep spiritual experience of men, and in the Provi¬ 
dences which often appear mysterious. Here is the 
explanation of the mystery that the saddest experi¬ 
ences are often the most blessed; that the sweetest 
sense of God’s eternal love is felt by those whom he 
seems to visit with the severest dispensations. Who 
will speak in more heartfelt tones of the overflowing, 
changeless love of the Father, than those lowly and 
stricken ones who are fed by the ravens like the prophet 
of old, or are standing by the graves of those who were 
most dear ? Where do you find the “ love casting out 
fear ” more frequently than in those hearts upon which 
Providence has apparently laid the heaviest burdens ? 
How often has the wail of discontent alternated with 
the voices of mirth in the palaces of the world, in the 
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weary intervals between their feasts, while from the 
bereaved home the spirit’s song of consolation has 
sweetly sounded upon the silent air. Where do you 
see piety more entirely free from distrust, the visible 
smile of God overspreading the face of his child, than 
upon the countenances of those who kneel in prayer 
amid the wreck of earthly hopes, or by the lonely 
hearth ? These things are not mysteries to the spiritual 
eye. When the flood sweeps away every earthly trust 
we turn to the Everlasting. The words, ‘‘We cannot 
be quickened except we have a far deeper mean¬ 
ing when applied to the birth of a spiritual life than 
that which we often give them. For the loss of each 
outward blessing becomes to the faithful heart a direct 
gift of inward strength. The soul learns to walk with¬ 
out that staff. It draws new life from the eternal foun¬ 
tains, and attains, in the strength of God, a more truly 
self-subsisting energy. 

We perceive here also, why Providence reduces 
man, by an unsparing hand, to the loneliness and deso¬ 
lation of sorrow. The sense of inward want must be 
awakened in the soul. And often no ministry can 
awaken it except that of grief. The finite to which 
we cling must be rent from our grasp. And then the 
infinite first rises in its beauty before the praying heart 
I have seen one who intellectually assented to the 
bright truths of the Gospel, but who had not passed 
through the valley of self-renunciation to the mountain 
height of a spiritual faith and love. Three times, with 
a suddenness that gave no warning, a blooming child 
was changed to lifeless clay. All whom God had given 
were taken again. And then, when the deluge had 
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swept over all, tlie self-renouncing heart saw the bow 
set high in the cloud, bright in promise and hope. 
And a heart that has once realized that promise, knows 
that it shall never fail. How continuallj our thoughts 
turn to Jesus as the beginning and end of all illustra¬ 
tions of the deeper life of the soul! Who ever ex¬ 
perienced a loneliness like his ? Upon him the cross 
was laid. What gift that seems dear to the undisci¬ 
plined heart did not Providence take away from him ? 
Upon whom did God lay so great a burden as upon the 
beloved Son ? But who has uttered the word Father 
as it came from his lips ? In the immediate presence 
of his keenest suffering, he said, “ My feace I leave 
with you.” The Son of Man dwelt in heaven while 
he lived upon the earth, and communed with angels 
in his hour of agony. It is amid the scattering of 
earthly hopes and the experiences of grief, from the 
stake of the martyr, from Gethsemane and from the 
cross of Jesus, that the deepest and most fervent expres¬ 
sions of confidence and love have ascended to heaven. 

The manifestation of the infinite love comes to bless 
us when finite blessings are swept away. Sometimes 
we are permitted to see the verification of the ancient 
promise to those whom the deluge overflows. How 
often that sign appears when the bodily strength fails, 
and the last hour on earth draws near! Have you 
never seen the sweet assurance of the heart beam 
through the failing eye, like Heaven’s smile of welcom¬ 
ing love? There is a joy then in the spirit which 
casts itself upon God such as the heart feels when it 
communes with the friend most dear upon earth. There 
is a confidence and trust such as the child experiences 
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when it clings with undoubting faith, in the hour of 
danger, to the mother’s breast. There is a trust that 
looks up in joyful hope when speech fails, and mur¬ 
murs forth its single prayer — all prayers in one — 

“ Thy will, my God I thy will be done, 

And let that will be mine.** 

Then the sign of the covenant is seen. No won¬ 
derful token of acceptance appears. No voice from 
heaven speaks its benediction. But in the deep places 
of the soul faith hears that approving voice. And in 
the light which covers the changing features, the seal 
of heaven seems to be placed upon the countenance of 
the departing. Has Providence impressed a scene 
like this upon the tablet of memory ? Then fear the 
deluge no more. Trust in God’s covenant sign. 

How beneficently God directs the various ministries 
of life to lead man to this deep experience! How it 
calls him to look up and see the sign of promise! When 
regarded from this point of view, how beautifully sig¬ 
nificant his unrest appears, his devisings and disappoint¬ 
ments, his continual search to find a home for the soul I 
He builds up one fair structure after another, and 
writes upon each, “This shall satisfy the desire of 
the heart.” He gathers “men-singers and women- 
singers, and the delights of the sons of men,” only to 
say, sooner or later, “ This also is vanity! ” The sigh 
is heard through the chambers of luxury when the peal 
of laughter dies upon the ear. As the soul looks out 
from the calm places of contemplation upon this ever- 
scheming, continually disappointing life, its varying 
scenes seem full of significance and of admonition. 
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How benignly this great Providence pursues the indi¬ 
vidual heart, suffering it to find no peace in superficial 
action, but constraining it, as it were, into rest! Man 
does not know what a divine law controls him when he 
is compelled to turn in weariness from scenes that were 
once fair to his eye and heart. He does not recognize 
the voice of God which thus speaks to him in its blessed 
invitations. He feels the weariness, but knows not 
how to interpret its meaning. It is the sighing of his 
soul for the Father’s house whence it has wandered. 
He understands it not; and in a blindness like that of 
those who rejected the Eedeemer, he rebels against this 
experience which invites him to seek his redemption. 
Truly may we say with one of the sainted spirits of 
the world, God has given all things to man but peace. 
And he is ever saying in his Providence, 


“ Yet let man keep the rest; 

But keep them, with repining restlessness. 

Let him be rich and weary; that, at least, 

If goodness lead him not, yet weariness 
May toss him to my breast.” 

It is sad that man should need to feel the “ weari¬ 
ness ” before he will fly to his Father’s breast. But it 
is sadder still that he should misinterpret the expe¬ 
rience by which God would draw him to Himself. And 
saddest of all it is, that he should need flood after flood 
to sweep over his outward life before he will look in 
faith to the bright covenant of promise. What multi¬ 
tudes seek to build up Babel towers as their refuge I 
In their vain dreams, they would raise themselves 
above the deluge that may come. Or, still more fre- 
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quentlj, when a present reliance fails, instead of cast¬ 
ing themselves at once upon the everlasting arm, they 
take another brittle staff to supply the place of one 
already broken, and the soul possesses as little self- 
sustaining life as before. The home which the man 
builds f^r himself may appear more substantial than 
that which amused his childish dreams. But it may 
equally prove to be no abiding home for the soul, and 
be found, in the day of trial, to be based upon the sand. 

Not to those who supply the place of one transient 
support by another as transient, not to those who fly to 
these Babel towers, can the fulfilment of the promise 
come. Yet, although it has not been verified by actual 
experience, every mind may see it to be an eternal 
truth, that if we turn to God in a conviction of absolute 
dependence a fii.ith in his perpetual presence and 
boundless grace will come, to be quickened anew by 
every gift, to cheer the heart whenever we move or 
rest — whenever we rise .up to toil, or lie down to 
repose. Then shall we feel ourselves forever in the 
Almighty’s hand. K we accept the law of God with 
an absolute submission of will, we shall know the adop¬ 
tion of sons, whereby we may cry, “ Abba, Father.” 
Let an inward renunciation destroy our trust in the 
earthly and changing, and lead us to cling only to the 
everlasting, and the token of the covenant shall appear 
to the heart. And when, by that blessed discontent 
which will not cease until man returns to his Father’s 
house, or by the desolation of his earthly home, or, 
more wisely still, by the voluntary surrender of his 
heart, he finds the flood imaged in his experience, and 
sees the covenant bow, it will be with the soul as it was 
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with the ancient earth. It can never more be over¬ 
whelmed. We recognize the truth of the glorious 
teaching. Let the spirit come to deepen the assent of 
the mind into the faith of the heart. Why will man be 
like the dove flying over the waste of waters, and flnd- 
ing no resting place for the sole of his foot ? And why 
does he not return, like the dove, to the ark of God ? 
Why does he not seek the true Sabbath of the soul in 
the repose of that trust which makes life a constant 
prayer; the Sabbath that makes the six days of labor, 
like the one day of worship, a rest unto the Lord? 
Why does he go mournfully on, seeing no smile of God, 
when the light of his present love may cheer every 
confiding heart ? Beautiful was the significance of the 
covenant-sign to the elder world! It declared that 
seed-time and harvest, summer and winter, should no 
more cease. It declared that God would not again de¬ 
stroy the world which he had made. More beautiful 
is its significance to the individual soul! It not only 
declares that seed-time and harvest shall not cease, but 
that the winters of our earthly pilgrimage shall become 
as a perpetual summer. For the Lord God is an Ever¬ 
lasting Light; and the sun shall no more go down upon 
the heart that has seen the sign of the covenant. Even 
the seed-time shall be a harvest. “ And when the 
cloud comes over the earth, the bow shall be seen in 
the cloud.” 


February 16, 1840. 



VI. 


BETHESDA. 


Fob an angel went down at a certain season into the 

POOL, AND TRODBLED THE WATER! WHOSOEVER THEN FIRST, 
AFTER THE TROUBLING OF THE WATER, STEPPED IN, WAS MADE 
WHOLE OF WHATSOEVER DISEASE HE HAD. — John V. 4. 

The text is a beautiful instance of an ancient mode 
of speech. It attributes the troubling of the waters to 
the descent of an angel. Modem speculation sometimes 
lays a mde hand upon such forms of expression. The 
final result of this speculation will doubtless be a more 
intimate recognition of a present God. The time will 
come in which faith will not see an angel, but the Father 
himself, in every ministry of healing and of love. But 
we may learn to disbelieve in the angels before we gain 
a profound conviction of a present God. The heavens 
may become empty of all these messengers before they 
are filled to our imagination and our faith with the one 
universal light and love. We might inquire into the 
particular elements which gave a peculiar virtue to 
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those healing waters at certain seasons, until, in the dis¬ 
cussion concerning natural causes, the idea of an 
angel’s or even of the Father’s presence would vanish. 
It is sad, that, in the progress of thought, even a mo¬ 
mentary tendency should be found to sever the golden 
chain which binds all events directly to the throne of 
God. It is more philosophical, as well as more grate¬ 
ful to the heart, to accept the mode of expression which 
the text presents, than to go one step upward in the 
train of causes, and neglect to ascend to the great 
Cause of all. It was an angel who troubled the waters; 
and.their healing power was a distinct manifestation of 
God’s love in the universe. And were not the waters 
themselves God’s angels, messengers of his changeless 
love and sweet compassion ? 

The troubled pool possessed a peculiar virtue. Be- 
thesda — that is to say, house of mercy — was its cus¬ 
tomary and significant name. And multitudes of the 
diseased gathered in its porches to receive the blessing. 
We select the text, of course, on account of its symbolic 
application to human experience; for everywhere the 
troubled waters seem to be God’s especial messengers 
of healing. 

That is an angelic ministry which startles man from 
his habitually superficial mode of life. The great difli- 
culty is to awaken the heart to the consciousness of its 
actual and infinite necessities. It sleeps upon the sur- 
fece of its own affections, unconscious of those hidden 
treasures of a deeper life which lie all unseen, like the 
fairest gems in the ocean caves. The waters must often 
be troubled, that these may be thrown upward into 
view. The life of numberless souls is like the life of 
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childhood. It may seem bright and fair, yet it is super¬ 
ficial still. It does not dream of wants whose cry shall 
be as surely heard when it is awakened to a more com¬ 
prehensive life, as the cry of the infant when it awakes 
to its earthly being. And when that consciousness is 
really bom, as the child instinctively nestles closely to 
the parent here, so the feeble soul, the offspring of God, 
clings to its Father’s breast. When the intense con¬ 
viction of spiritual unworthiness begins to be felt, it 
reveals dread necessities, unrealized before. Then man 
perishes with the new hunger which preys upon him. 
What he once welcomed as the food of his existence 
becomes only husks; and the troubling of his deep 
affections must banish rest, until he arise, and mid diffi¬ 
culties and tears, retrace his steps, and tread over again 
the long path of his wanderings, and return to his 
Father’s feet. No lower, no finite aim can longer 
avail, when the sense of this infinite need is once 
awakened. Thou wandering, or prodigal child, once 
wandering but now reclaimed, w^ there any peace for 
thee, until, in a sweet submission, the kiss of reconcil¬ 
iation from the Father assured thee of thy forgiveness? 
And couldst thou fail to flee to him, scourged on by the 
conviction of unworthiness and want, and sweetly 
drawn by remembrance of the love in that Father’s 
house ? And was not the troubling of the pool the cho¬ 
sen ministry of healing, the angel of that redemption ? 
The same law acts within the heart whenever any deep 
experience, any day of saddening change reveals the 
infinitude of its desires and wants. All transient refuges 
must be forsaken then. The remembrance of the in¬ 
finite arises within the breast in its exceeding beauty; 
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a covert from the tempest, a refuge from the storm. 
The soul is like the dove sent out from the ark, flying 
over the waste of waters, seeking a resting place in 
vain. It can only return from its sad and disappointed 
flight, and implore that the hand of love may be put 
forth again and take it to its only rest. 

Bethesda, the troubled pool, the house of mercy to 
hearts in need of healing. I am alike impressed with 
the almost universal necessity of this ministry of sorrow, 
and with its power when it comes. It is not a necessity 
of God’s Providence, abstractly considered, but a ne¬ 
cessity which arises from the general position of hu¬ 
man hearts. Life is generally superficial until its great 
deeps are broken up. Often it becomes a routine that 
is scarcely visited by new convictions, or blessed by 
the vision of new and higher truths. Man will take no 
forward step until he is called by some apparently 
rough and unwelcome voice, to unaccustomed thoughts 
and feelings before unknown. So is it among the 
nations. Therefore the days of great and terrible revo¬ 
lutions are, so frequently, the days of the world’s spe¬ 
cial advancement. And the occasionally rapid progress 
of more quiet ages is often but the unfolding of prin¬ 
ciples that were established in its heart in times of 
revolution which troubled its very deeps. So it espe¬ 
cially is in individual experience. Man often refuses 
to seek the healing of his spirit until he is driven, as it 
were, by a stem necessity. He too seldom listens to 
the still small voice of tmth in his breast, while out¬ 
ward voices salute his ear with music. He too seldom 
seeks a profound inward life while the outward life is 
beautiful. He must generally see that beauty fade. 
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Disappointment must cloud his hitherto sunny existence, ^ 
ere he will believe, with the living faith of the soul, ^ 
that all these outward things shall wax old like a gar- ^ 
ment The experience of ages might instruct But it . 
oflen avails little until it becomes our own. How often j 
must those who plead for Truth despair of penetrating 
the soul until each word shall be enforced by the 
troubling angel! And are they not authorized to feel 
thus ? Even Jesus, the incarnation of Gk>d, spoke in 
vain when there was no ear to hear. How true to 
human experience is that declaration of the Master, 
How hardly shall they that have riches enter^the king- ] 
dom of God !" It had no narrow meaning in the mind 
of Jesus. It involves a principle which applies to all 
whose life is clothed in outward charms ; and it warns 
them of the danger of neglecting the life within. Jesus 
condenses all human experience into one true and 
startling maxim, when he says, “ It is easier for a camel 
to go through a needle’s eye, than for such to enter 
into the kingdom of God.” 

The troubled pool is the great Bethesda for human 
hearts. And its blessed power when we are led down 
into its waters is as impressive as the fact of the prac¬ 
tical necessity of such a ministry. We do not always 
find healing there. But we can no more return to our 
former superficial life. The conviction of the soul’s 
everlasting necessities, once felt, can never be buried 
again in oblivion. The man cannot become a child 
again. The peace of childhood is forever gone. The 
soul realizes the condition of those who were driven 
from Eden’s bowers. A sword turns every way to 
guard the gate against all possibility of return. It 
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' must thenceforth walk in the path of suffering, where 
' thistles and thorns pierce the feet, or it must press on 
to the paradise of God. And if ^e spiritual healing 
reallj come, the soul perceives the majesty of the 
inward life in contrast with all outward gifts. In the 
hours of intense spiritual conviction, in times of deep 
and bitter sorrow, we need no human exhortations 
against the folly of outward supports. No eloquence 
can overstate what the heart then knows and feels. 
Before the truly awakened spirit, the earth with all 
its grandeur and its glory seems rolled together as a 
scroll. It stands alone before its God, and feels that it 
must perish without his benediction, his forgiving and 
sustaining presence. 

And these peculiar experiences not only awaken 
new and nobler feelings, but they invest the usual 
course of life with new meaning and power. They im¬ 
part new insight into “the whole and every part” of 
the Divine Providence, so that the fall of the sparrow 
becomes a ministry of grace. The blessing obtained 
at Bethesda will rest upon every place, even where no 
troubling angel is sent mth his instructions. Thus do 
all things become new to the living man, until he gazes 
upon new heavens and a new earth. So it must be 
of necessity. When the feeling changes, the outward 
life seems to be also changed. Even the development 
of a true taste, which opens the eyes to perceive the 
radiant beauty of this world of nature, invests a thou¬ 
sand scenes, before unmarked, with new charms, and 
causes them to become the ministers of delight. The 
awakened, far-reaching mind discerns new meanings in 
common life, as the keen eye sees objects clearly defined 
5 
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In the far horizon, where another perceives nought but 
mist. So the new inward life arouses the soul to a re- 
oognition of the direct presence of God. It is like the 
ministry of the miracle which compels the slumbering 
heart to perceive the present God in an unwonted and 
startling experience, and thus prepares it to behold an 
equal glory in every beam of light and every drop of 
dew. Indeed, what could man need except the spirit 
ci faith and love which the redeemed possess, to make 
all things fair, even here, as the New Jerusalem ? 

The troubling ministry is peculiarly the ministry of 
healing. Here is a consideration which is most hum¬ 
bling to the pride of man, but which peculiarly iUos- 
trates the Father’s mercy — a consideration which in¬ 
stantly bids our murmurs cease. It is not the eternal 
purpose of God’s Providence, but it is man’s indiffer¬ 
ence which makes these unusual dispensations peculiarly 
the angels of mercy. He may obtain this inward life 
without the struggle, if he will hear the never-ceasing 
calls of the infinite Providence. Why will he wait 
until the darkening of the outward world compels him 
to look within ? Why will he not be moved by Gk>d’8 
encircling love, which pleads with him for ever? It is 
indeed a self-renouncing spirit which must be gained; 
a spirit ready to suffer at the call of truth, and to sub¬ 
mit to the will of God. And man is in great peril of 
self-deception until the actual cross is laid upon his 
shoulder. Still, while life is bright, he may yield his 
affections so gently to the truth that he will gain the 
same spirit. What men term a cross wiU then be no 
cross to him. When man becomes a true child, diso- 
bedieace becomes the severest dross* God’s Providence 
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is alwajs full of Tedeeming ministries. The healing 
streams are always gushing from the eternal fountain. 
Man need not wait for the troubling angel to descend 
before he can be healed. The angels are always speak¬ 
ing with their sweet voices of instruction, if he will 
but hear. There is not one of those deeper affections 
of the human heart which bind us with the strongest 
ties to earth, that was not designed to awaken the capa¬ 
city for an infinitely higher and deeper love, and thus 
to lead the soul onward to its home in God. The an¬ 
gels cry and plead everywhere. They “ stand by the 
way, in the places of the paths, at the coming in at the 
doors.” None need to wait for a helping hand to put 
them into the pool at the favored season. Gkni’s Pro¬ 
vidence is a perpetual house of mercy, whose gates are 
open day and night forevermore. 

It is a most humiliating thought, that man must be 
iriven to seek his rest. The invisible things of God are 
witnessed and revealed by this world of beauty. Man 
mi^t hear the voice of the Lord God forever walking- 
with him in the garden, until, in the perpetual conscious¬ 
ness of that holy presence, no miracle would be need¬ 
ful to open the spirit’s ear. He might hear the angels 
always hovering near, and never lose the sense of an 
intimate communion between his own soul and a higher 
world. But while the necessity of a peculiar ministry 
humbles man, the fact that it comes, illustrates and glo¬ 
rifies the Father’s mercy. Is it not the most subduing 
thought of God, the sweetest conviction, that he pursues 
our unwilling hearts with a cloud of reclaiming messen¬ 
gers ? It is the peculiar power of the cross itself, that 
it was borne for sinners. If the waters must be trou.- 
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senger of especial love ? If the rock must be smitten, 
as of old, what is so merciful as the rod which smites 
it, that its living fountains may be gushing out ? What 
more merciful than to bring us into the kingdom of 
heaven by violence, if we do not hear and obey the 
gentler invitations of the spirit of grace? In what 
profound humility, in what fervent gratitude may we 
aay in such visitations, “ An angel descended to trouble 
the water, that we might be persuaded and constrained 
io step in and be healed.” 

And here, once more, is the everlasting rebuke to 
jevery murmuring thought. Dost thou murmur, thou 
stricken child of God ? Do dark and gloomy question¬ 
ings ever rise within thee even in the hour of agony ? 
These unusual ministries do not always instruct us. As 
men disregarded once both the usual Providence of 
love, and the wondrous life of Jesus, so may we now 
disregard the various angels of God. We may not live 
for the inward life, even though outward disappointment 
comes. Ten thousand human hearts are here 
refiise to step in and be healed, although ih 
lying long in their infinnitie^ij 
seasons, the heavy burd 
ing child ! does n 
amidst its 
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angel descend that mj spirit may bo led to the ibunt of 
healing and of life.” 

The troubling ministry is the ang(;l of Iicaliiig. Hu¬ 
manity looks upward indeed, in hope, to a iiol>l(‘r luituli- 
tion of the soul. It is one of the bright prouiiM «4 
respecting the heavenly life that, “Then; shall be no 
more sea.” It indicates a stat^j in whieh Ihe n<*eil of 
the trial shall be past. The heart will be hxeij in (bxJ, 
and tears shall be wiped away. Tin; thoughl <if I hut 
great attainment never dies in the liiitnan br4 ii>i. All 
experiences of disquiet and uiin'st only H«*rv«* lo tniike 
the longing for its attainment more. inl4>nHe. it in ihe 
promised land which is never forgo!ten in all <Mir wan¬ 
derings. What indeed is the world seeking wiili vidie- 
ment effort and desire, as it is toss<*d upon a n .'-tless 
sea of hopes and fears? Wliat is it se4*king but a 
state of rest in which “ there will be ju) ni4>r4* S4*a ?" 


That thought floats over us iis a dim but iini‘4>i’goili‘ii 
hope. Yet it is a practical truth, that onl)' thr4ai«^h llu* 
trial and the cross do we enter ijito n-M. VVlii'ii the 
iast rebellious passion has iKum erueilb d, and no teding 
♦ when lljt- voie*^ tA' .b-Mjs 

ii>g iK*wer, lo every stonii within 
re can be “ in4»r4‘ 

tjeiiJHiji UMisI 4’4au(‘. 

ni fix ions, what 
e thes(* (Millses 
; ay liow olU'ifc 
win're In* may 
beJbre h(‘ can 
Fen' iinfalhii 
life y luUurul ud 
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the opening of the bnd into the flower. To be made 
perfect through temptation and suflTering is the law, 
and the only hope for fallen man. The cross is the 
symbol of the life of the redemption. The true disci¬ 
ple looks up amid his imperfections and his fears, re¬ 
joicing that this way of life is opened to his steps, 
though he can only travel therein with weary and 
bleeding feet He is willing to drink the cup which 
the Master drank, to receive the baptism wherewith he 
was baptized, that he may be also glorifled with him. 
He welcomes the troubling angels, that he may ascend 
to the life where all agitations shall cease, and there can 
be “ no more sea.” 


July 21, 1889. 



BLESSED ARE THEY THAT MOURN. 


Blessed are they that mourn : for they shall be com¬ 
forted.— Matthew v. 4. 


That ‘‘they shall be comforted ” is the conviction of 
every trusting heart, however impenetrable the mystery 
to the eye of the understanding. For when the heart 
once believes that Infinite Love reigns, the mystery of 
the universe can excite no fear. It knows that there 
can be no contradictions in a system where every thing 
is instinct with life through the power of the omnipres¬ 
ent Father. That glorious fact is proof that all things 
must arrange themselves in obedience to one benignant 
law. No sparrow falls without the Father’s notice. He 
numbereth the hairs of our head. There are myste¬ 
ries still. But they are the mysteries of an unfathom¬ 
able love. Such a faith awakens in the heart a prophecy 
of coming good in the midst of apparent evil. Thick 
clouds may often seem to be lowering over it. But, 
above them all, Faith discerns the serene^ 
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stars. Its fervent trust robes even the clouds in light. 
It feels the darkness of the night. But it always pre¬ 
dicts the morning. As the never-failing faith in a 
coming Messiah cheered the trusting hearts among 
God’s ancient people, and they sang the song of that 
hope in their captivity by the rivers of Babylon, so 
faith in God, and in his promises, always cheers his 
suffering, yet trusting children, with the hope of brighter 
issues. Faith confidently says to the mourner, “ You 
shall be comforted.” It knows that sorrow would 
never have been appointed except as a ministry of 
blessing. It sees not when the divine result of pres¬ 
ent suffering shall be revealed. But, like the Patri¬ 
arch who foresaw the Messiah’s day, and was glad, it 
perceives this blessed day of peace afar, and is still. 

Every mystery will be regarded as the inscrutable 
design of an infinite love when man actually believes 
that a Father reigns. Indeed, his only refuge lies in 
that childlike trust. Over all the movements of the 
eternal Providence he sees dn impenetrable cloud. 
In the smallest circle within his view questions arise 
which he cannot answer. The angel and the worm 
are alike messengers of the Father’s will, agents in the 
accomplishment of his eternal purposes. The smallest 
thing is connected with infinite laws and has infinite 
relations. Man can never fully understand its mean¬ 
ing until all these relations are seen as they appear to 
the mind of God. No less comprehensive view can 
perfectly reveal the importance of each little event for 
the accomplishment of his serene and unchanging coun¬ 
sels. And to the child of time, this insight can never 
come. Still, as his love and confidence increase, the 
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prophecy, rather than the lamentation, becomes the 
habitual feeling of the heart. And could that feeling 
be made supreme, could it bring that sweet Sabbath of 
rest which is realized in the soul that makes God its 
portion and its home, why should he not look upon all 
things in trusting faith, and prdnounce them to be good 
forever ? 

But man may repeat the text with a still brighter 
faith. He is not left to the prophecy of a trusting heart 
alone. It is a glorious fact that the most cheering truths 
seem inseparably connected with the darker dispensa¬ 
tions of Providence. The needed blessing is folded up 
within the experience of trial, as the flower within the 
bud. God’s angels do not dwell apart, in other worlds 
of thought and feeling, far removed from our own. 
Then they might come indeed at our earnest call, to 
bear us up in the time of need by their sympathizing 
hands. But, in a still sweeter mercy, they crowd the 
same world to which the trial introduces us, and unveil 
themselves to every reflecting heart. “ Blessed are 
they that mourn: for they shall be comforted,” was the 
word of Jesus. Blessed are they that mourn, for they 
are comforted by that very experience, is the idea 
which I suppose he intended to convey. Here, as 
everywhere in Christ’s teaching, the promise is the di¬ 
rect and natural result of the feeling or sentiment to 
which he refers. We desire to pursue a train of reflec¬ 
tion which illustrates this delightful thought. 

What indeed is the evident mission of these continual 
changes ? The breaking up of one mode of life, through 
painful experience, is always designed to be the open¬ 
ing of another and a wider sphere of thought 
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ing. This is true^ for example, in the disturbing changes 
of early life. The youth turns away in sadness from 
his early home to enter upon new and untried scenes. 
But the change is only a birth into a broader life. He 
leaves his former home. He goes out into the world. 
He ends his childhood. He becomes a man. As more 
extensive views of nature suddenly salute his eyes when 
he first climbs the hills around his childhood’s dwelling- 
place, and gazes upon crowded towns and waving fi>]v 
ests and boundless prospects that stretch out before his 
wondering sight, so when he bids farewell to narrow 
associations, however sweet, yet narrow still, modes of 
thought and forms of life hitherto unknown arise be¬ 
fore his wondering mind. The days of thoughtless 
fieedom are gone forever. But the new experience of 
responsibility is the chosen means of unfolding the 
spirit’s energy. He can no longer repose upon that 
parental wisdom which has hitherto solved every diffi¬ 
culty. But the day which casts him painfully upon 
himself may become the birthday of a living soul. It 
is with him, in this crisis of his life, as with the disci¬ 
ples of Jesus when their Master departed. When they 
could lean no more upon his breast they were thrown 
upon themselves; and in that development of their in¬ 
ward life, the Comforter came, to be a constant guest 
within their souls. Truly it was expedient for the 
disciples that Jesus should go away. And it is expe¬ 
dient for youth to go away from the Eden of childhood, 
where every tree “ good for food ” grows without his 
toil, and to be cast upon himself, and forced to develop 
a manly strength. Indeed, these early dreams must 
be dispelled before the soul can look forth upon a 
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grander world; a world fall of mountain paths which it 
may be difficult to climb, but which lead to wider pros¬ 
pects at every step of the ascent. The process is 
imaged in the transformations of the natural world. 
The worm, which (mly moved upcm the surface of the 
earth, dies, and a higher life is created, which takes 
wings and soars into the air. So the soul, when it out¬ 
grows its infant experience, soars into new and nobler 
realms thought and life. 

One illustration brings the universal, unchanging 
law before our view. The condition of the spirit in 
every stage of its progress is that of infancy. All the 
revolutions in its life are but successive steps towards 
a maturer strength. How divine the Providence which 
wounds only to bless; which breaks the accustomed 
form of life, only to lead the spirit on another step in 
its progress! New facts are thus introduced into the 
mind which were unperceived before. The narrow 
portkm of the world in which we lived vanishes away. 
It is because we have ascended to a height whence 
we overlook its boundaries, and do not regard them 
as limitations. The progress of life is like the pro¬ 
gress of thought when the imperfect faith which we 
once cherished passes away. All is confusion and 
doubt for a season. The foundations on which we 
rested crumble. The soul is affrighted by its own deep 
questions. But soon we find that the destruction of 
one form of faith is a progress towards a diviner 
thought. It is like the overthrow of Judaism by 
Christianity. The law is universal. “ Blessed are 
they that mourn.” Are they not comforted when they 
are led through the suffering to a more exalted liie^ 
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But we do not perceive the full development of this 
law until we contemplate the most dreaded change in 
the circles of human love — the change of death. Other 
changes introduce wider views of present existence. 
This at once transcends the bounds of time. There 
may be faith in an immortal life before the departure 
of the loved calls forth every capacity of thought and 
feeling in meditations upon its scenes. Yet, practi¬ 
cally, the soul may live in worldly aims and hopes. 
“Blessed are they that mourn.” Then come the 
thoughts that wander through Eternity. Death, when 
it draws so near, tends at once to make the boundless 
future a familiar theme of contemplation. The soul 
looks upward and endeavors to see through the clouds 
which gently part to receive the lost out of our sight. 
We follow them into the invisible world, that we may 
gain clearer conceptions of their heavenly home, as we 
follow absent friends here, over land and sea, in the 
fond meditations of affection. What new and bright 
thoughts of a more exalted life then come to cheer the 
soul! It learns to delight itself in immortal prospects. 
It “ views the landscape o’er.” It imagines the life of 
the redeemed, and of blessed angels, whose chiefest joy 
is praise, and whose rapture is in the accomplishment 
of the errands of infinite love. Quickened by its own 
nobler life, and touched by the hand of Jesus, the soul 
begins to see with clearer eyes. Heaven, which is 
little more than a glorious word to inexperienced hearts, 
unveils its eternal walls, and its enduring towers; its 
bright employments, and its blest abodes. There, in 
the midst of the New Jerusalem, is seen “ the Lamb 
who is the light thereof.” And there is the Father’s 
throne. 



BLESSED ARE THEY THAT MOURN. 


77 


If we press still more closely the argument which 
we are pursuing, experience will attest it at every step. 
We may look into the depths of affliction to find its 
most impressive confirmations. Every thing which 
makes us profoundly conscious of the power and depth 
of the heart’s affections, has a sure tendency to impart 
more exalted views of that infinite love wherein is our 
repose. Thou mourning heart, waking in the agony 
of grief to learn the unknown might of human love, 
—has that love no fountain whence it flows ? Man’s 
reason leads him directly to that all-perfect Wisdom 
which it faintly yet divinely images. The transient 
rays of light in human souls suggest and unfold the 
idea of the Eternal Sun of truth; and the faint breath¬ 
ings of pure desire lead at once to the conception of 
that all-pervading spirit of holiness and love which 
encompasses every soul, alike as its inspiration and its 
end. " He that formed the ear, shall he not hear ? ” 
He that created the heart, shall he not love ? The un¬ 
fathomable capacities of human affectiop may bring to 
view their infinite source, in the trial-hour which most 
clearly reveals their depths. The agony of the human 
heart may thus reveal the depths of the divine. The 
affection that is ready to die for its object enables us to 
conceive of the deathless love in which we are enfolded. 
Shall His love fail who gave us 'the power to love ? 
When it is rightly interpreted, every heaving of the 
bosom in sorrow is another revelation of these blessed 
thoughts. I know that those angels who watch over 
the little ones shall always behold the Father’s face, 
when I see the depth of parental tenderness even here, 
amid the imperfections of earth. Thou moumiu^ 
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thj tears speak to thee of the ceaseless droppings of 
the Eternal Mercy; and the full gush of thy grief gives 
thee assurance of the endless flowing of the divine 
compassion. 

Here is a revelation of love which becomes clear and 
bright in proportion as the trial deepens. When those 
who have not been deeply loved depart, death awakens 
little grief, and calls forth no tears. We deem it a 
blessing to be called to bear no heavier visitations 
sorrow. But such visitations bring no revelations. 
Unless the ministry of death awakens grief it leads 
to no crisis in the soul’s experience, and can min¬ 
ister nothing to its growth. A trusting faith tells us to 
conflde in the gracious promise, that strength shall come 
according to our day. Yet we may now see how the 
increase of the burden which we are called to bear 
tends to give us strength. God discloses traces of his 
working, although his ways may often lie in the track¬ 
less deep. When the agony is most intense, and the 
immortal power of human affection ns most fully dis¬ 
closed, then we become most capable of apprehending 
the unutterable love of God. When death appears 
most terrible, the victory may be most complete. Men 
especially weep over those great calamities which seem 
to be attended by no consolations. Let them weep. 
Jesus wept even by the grave which was to be opened 
in a moment by his word. Yet, let them remember, that 
these calamities may disclose the greatest and most 
consoling truths. And let them weep for themselves 
also, because they may be sitting in darkness throu^ 
the want of the very teachings which such events 
may bring. For, “ Blessed are they that monm.** 
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We refer to the lesson which these trying changes 
wodid naturally teach. Yet although their purpose is 
dettr, this bright result may not be realized. We see 
multitudes who walk over the graves of kindred and 
hear no instructing voice. There is the silence of death 
and nothing more. They are not raised above the 
shadow and gloom. But are not they comforted whose 
hearts are lifted up to enlarged thoughts of eternity and 
of God? How invariably every course of reflection 
upon themes like this teaches us not to turn away ftom 
meditations upon these experiences of sorrow! We 
are to linger rather amidst the thoughts, and even the 
griefe, which they bring. No blessing comes from sor¬ 
row if we bury it in oblivion. Turn not away from the 
grave where the beloved is buried. Though it fills the 
eyes with tears to look upon it, go and weep there. 
It is not natural to turn away. It is not wise. 
and embalm the memory of the lost in the unchanging, 
the fragrant affections of the human heart. And when 
your own love comes forth in all its fervor to testify to 
the love of God, a sweet ^surance shall enter the heart 
to say, “ The lost is not there, but lives in the Father’s 
presence.” The voice of the Comforter shall then 
whisper to the silent soul. Go to the grave. And as 
you look down into its mystery, look upward too in the 
deepest affection, and the love of God shall be made 
dear to your soul. Go to the grave. And as you 
kned there in the darkness, the resurrection mom, 
whose sun can no more go down, shall dawn upon your 
lowly heart. 

From (me point of view life appem^ as a perpetual 
suooesskm of trying changes. No man lives tA 
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pain, the prophet of dissolution, has not brought its 
warning. I see few homes without their vacant places. 
Some stand in gladness by your side. But the dust 
once made sacred by the spirits of others whom you 
loved sleeps where you have laid it, and they are gone. 
Yet what a ministry these changes are accomplishing! 
We read of a time when the heavens shall pass away 
with a great noise, and the elements shall melt with 
fervent heat, and the earth and all the works that are 
therein shall be burned up,” and the new heavens and 
the new earth shall come forth from the creative hand 
of God. Providence seeks to accomplish in the expe¬ 
rience of each individual heart what is thus written 
respecting the outward world. One outward heaven 
afrer another passes away. Man’s earth, and the works 
that are therein, crumble beneath his feet, or change to 
ashes before his eyes. But each change is designed to 
be a clearer revelation of that new heaven of higher 
thought and purer feeling, wherein dwelleth righteous¬ 
ness. It shuts the gates of the grave upon his outward 
joy. But it opens wide the gate of the New Jerusalem 
to his soul. And were he truly heedful of the process, 
it would lead him to feel even though he looked upon 
the destruction of the outward universe, that the world 
of appearances was vanishing away in order that the 
world of realities might more distinctly appear. 

We should cease to look so sadly upon this great 
ministry of sorrow when it overturns one form of life 
only to reveal to us another vastly more glorious. Yet 
one great qualification of the statement is to be remem¬ 
bered when we say that it overturns the former one. 
The spirit of previous life, all that was true and good, 
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remains and knows no decay. The former life is not 
lost when the new one begins. Whatever is of God 
will survive, and rise by its own immortal power 
above all change and apparent death. The truth 
of Judmsm lived when its temple was levelled in 
the dust. The child leaves his home; but the life 
of that early home will reign in the wider sphere of 
action upon which he enters. The bodies of friends 
are laid in the grave. But they have an immortality 
even here upon the earth in their quickening memories, 
and in the impression of their virtues upon our loving 
hearts. And the effect of their deeds remains, though 
Ho friends should cherish their memories. There is a 
blessed law which ordains that nothing but the outward 
form can die. Nothing but dust can return to the dust 
again. The change which we mourn, although we do 
not perceive the process, is really doubly blessed. It 
separates the perishable from the divine in all former 
experience, and leaves the everlasting truth which it 
ctmtained to shine more clearly, and to do an eternal 
work, within the soul. And then it adds the revela¬ 
tions of a nobler and more glorious form of life. Each 
passing event, like the ascending prophet, leaves" its 
mantle behind it; and the soul upon which it falls is 
thenceforth anointed anew with the spirit of truth and 
power. 

Blessed are they who are called to mourn, here and 
now, in an enlarged and more comprehensive life. 
They are blest in the divine views which open to their 
advancing minds. They are blest in the new percep¬ 
tions of the divine love which hover over them, like 
angels, in their agonies. They are blest in 
6 
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conceptions of existence. They lose one blessing only 
to receive another and a greater one; and they retain 
the best life of the former blessing also. One angel 
leaves them that another may come and minister unto 
them. Should not men repose in eternal, unquestion¬ 
ing trust, upon a Providence of such unutterable love ? 
We do not select life’s gayest scenes, where the voices 
of gladness and the sounds of mirth are heard, in order 
to demonstrate its benignity. We look upon mourning 
and bereavement; into the places of agony and tears; 
upon the groups of stricken spirits that are kneeling by 
lonely hearths and silent graves. Even there we 
plainly see the traces of an infinite love. We hear the 
words which promise a blessing to those who mourn, 
and we read the bright testimonies of experience which 
confirm the gracious promise. And if especial tokens 
of mercy are found in the ministries of sorrow, what 
radiant love will shine from brighter dispensations when 
their true glory shall be revealed ? If here we see so 
much of grace in the trial and the gloom, what shall 
we behold with our more perfect sight ? Children of 
heaven as we are, enfolded in a Providence so benefi¬ 
cent, what can we do but meekly trust ? 


Novembeb 10 , 1839 . 



THE PILGRIMAGE OF LIFE. 




Strangebs and pilgrims on the earth. — Hebrews xi. 13. 

The text is often used to express a view of life 
which we entirely reject. Men sometimes spe^k as if 
this world were a prison, and life a confinement within 
its gloomy walls; and they compare the soul that looks 
beyond its limits, with immortal aspirations, to the 
caged bird which beats its itings against its prison bars, 
and longs for the hour of release, that it may fly in 
freedom through the boundless heaven. There will be 
moments in human life in which such an image repre¬ 
sents the feeling of a deeply moved and earnest heart. 
“When we climb the mountain we must sometimes walk 
by the side of fearful chasms; and while we thus 
struggle on amidst surrounding perils, we instinctively 
wish that we had already gained the summit. There 
are perilous passages in the pilgrimage of the soul to 
the mountain heights of life. There are moments in 
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the lives of the purest men in which they are tempted, 
pressed down, by sinful feelings which they cannot 
immediately destroy; moments in which they wish 
that they could at once be taken up from the perils of 
their discipline into the higher world towards which 
they journey. Still, although this feeling may often 
exist, it does not give a just view of man’s present life. 
God did not make this world to be a prison for the soul. 
Even Nature, by her silent voice, proclaims a better 
faith. This universal life, this prodigality of beauty 
that adorns the earth, bears witness to the Father’s 
constant presence and all-embracing mercy. God is 
not nearer to the accepted spirit who rejoices in the 
light before the throne, than he is to you and to me, 
even in our unbelieving and gloomy hours. His love 
flows out upon both sides of the tomb with an equal 
fulness. It will build a heaven for us here, and every¬ 
where,^ when our hearts are prepared to receive ita 
peace. The world has been blest, not cursed, since 
God looked upon every thing that he had made, and 
called it good. If the world seem a prison, and life a 
burden, the gloom is in the soul, and not in life itself 
The wayward, undisciplined child would not be at 
peace, though it rested upon a mother’s breast. The 
unbelieving spirit would see no joyous light, and feel 
no thrills of praise, even though it were admitted into 
the glorious courts of heaven. 

Yet, while we renounce this gloomy view of life,, and 
are not to consider ourselves strangers and pilgrims ” 
in a sense which implies that there can be no true home 
for us here, there is another view in which this life, 
the life of every man, is a pilgrimage. In one sense, 
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the expression “ strangers and pilgrims ” describes the 
necessary conditions, and the certain course, of our 
present existence. This must be so through our in¬ 
ward experience, and in consequence of outward 
Ganges. Obserre this fact; and then look at its com¬ 
pensations, and at the lesson which it enforces, and 
the duty which it enjoins. 

Life is a pilgrimage in the necessary development 
of its successive stages, and in the changing views 
with which every thing must be regarded in these 
successive periods. We journey out of childhood and 
its vague dreams, into youth with its bright hopes, on¬ 
ward through maturer life, with its sharp struggles, into 
age with its calmer and more disciplined spirit. We 
must leave the life of one period as the next opens, 
and enter into feelings, thoughts, and aims, that are as 
different from those which we once possessed, as if 
they belonged to different worlds. Childhood, youth, 
manhood, age! This life cannot be the same, neither 
can any view of it be the same, in these successive 
periods. Have you never questioned your own iden¬ 
tity when you recalled the feelings in which you once 
lived; feelings as diverse from those which control you 
to-day as if they had belonged to the life of a different 
soul ? Recall, for a moment, the visions of childhood, 
when the world seemed to bloom with unfading flowers; 
fair as Eden itself when Adam and Eve looked upon 
its beauty with still innocent hearts, — and remember 
the firesh gladness of that experience. Recall the life 
of youth, with its bounding hopes, its glorious dreams, 
its splendid castles in the air, that seemed as the sub¬ 
stantial i^phecies of foture success. Consider the 
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experience of manhood as it moved, possibly, racked, 
by the struggle of strong passions; as it toils on and 
labors for a content which it never fully wins. Look 
onward to age. Sometimes it sinks into imbecility. 
But, sometimes, it attains a divine strength and peace, 
because the passions are subdued, and the reconcilia¬ 
tion is accomplished, and the soul, with the vision of 
faith, beholds the crowd of shining spirits already 
waving their wings to welcome it into the opening 
heavens. The world, even nature itself, wears a dif¬ 
ferent aspect to feelings so entirely different. It must 
be so in all great variations of our life. How different 
is this world to conscious guilt when it feels the torture 
of the inward, unquenchable fire, and to penitence 
when it receives the Father’s forgiving kiss! It be¬ 
comes a hell or a heaven, to such different states of 
mind. We do not distinctly perceive each step in these 
spiritual changes; yet we are surely carried forward, 
and, part by part, the world of feeling in which youth 
lived is taken down, and the world of deeper experience 
built up in its stead. Even in the life of Jesus we 
mark these different stages of spiritual development. 
Even to him the world must have assumed new aspects 
in successive periods; in his childhood when he con¬ 
versed with the doctors; in the years of profound 
thought between that conversation and his baptism; 
in the unfathomable suffering of Gethsemane; in the 
hour of crucifixion, with its prayer of forgiveness and 
of peace. We may gain a higher content or be en¬ 
tirely faithless. But we must leave the joy of early 
days behind us — for we are pilgrims into new, and 
ever new experiences. By the fixed conditions of our 
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existence we must pass on to those to which we have 
hitherto been strangers. The simple statement awak¬ 
ens solemn thoughts. How can man speak upon such 
a theme as this, except in lowly confessions ? I have 
known the truth of these representations. A glad, 
hopeful youth, and a struggling manhood, with a spirit 
not yet disciplined to reconciliation, I have known. 
I have realized how differently life looks from the two 
positions. May the All-merciful Father send me down, 
at length, the angel of his peace! *’ 

But, again. Life is a pilgrimage, and we are strangers 
and pilgrims here, not only because our feelings change, 
and the world therefore seems different, but also because 
the scenes around us change, and are really different. 
We do not remain the same. Neither does the world 
remain the same. Let us take for our principal illus¬ 
tration what will be felt in the greatest number of 
human hearts. What is our course but a journey 
amidst slowly, yet constantly, changing relationships 
and homes ! We are associated with continually vary¬ 
ing groups of men. The companions around us now 
are not those with whom we began our course. They 
are scattered among changed associates, or have already 
entered the invisible world. We miss the once familiar, 
and most cherished voices. We have witnessed the 
departure of beloved forms. Teachers to whom we 
formerly listened are gone, and others occupy their 
places. How changed the groups ! Not in two suc¬ 
cessive years, scarcely in two successive months, are 
they the same I Where are the well known faces upon 
which we looked but a few years ago ? Think of the 
departed, the ascended, who were standing then in the 
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places that you are filling now I Think of those who 
were then by your side in so many of your homes! 
Think of the homes that have entirely ceased to exist! 
Think of the relations that have been formed, and the 
connections that have been severed I Think of the 
changes among the living! Remember the great, the 
increasing company of the dead 1 Is not life a pil¬ 
grimage ? Let all human hearts answer out of their 
sorrow, amidst their memories of life’s deep experience. 
Are we not “ strangers and pilgrims ? ” For do we behold 
any thing really perm€Uient, any thing except changing 
homes, in which we bid farewell, one by one, to those 
who have been associated with us here, and are intro¬ 
duced to others, who were once comparatively, or 
wholly unknown ? We call those pilgrims who have 
already gone from the world; who have journeyed 
from present relations into new companionships in the 
unseen sphere. But they are not more truly pilgrims 
than are we, even here. They bid farewell to their 
associates in the present world. But to whom do they 
go ? Perhaps to many spirits known before. In age, 
they go to the scenes in which all who have been most 
deeply loved already dwell. Death is the renewal of 
old acquaintanceships, as well as an introduction into 
new associations. It is only a peculiar, and an espe¬ 
cially impressive illustration of the law which makes us 
pilgrims and strangers now, as well as when we are 
called to journey onward into an unknown world. 

It is easy to accumulate other and different illustra¬ 
tions. Life is a pilgrimage because we are led to new 
and varying duties in its flying years. We scarcely 
find ourselves at home in present duties, before we are 
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edled to meet those to which we have been strangers. 
Even the truest men can scarcely meet old responsibili¬ 
ties before new ones press upon them. One call of 
truth or one demand of society can scarcely be heard, 
before another comes to modify, or change, our action. 
Each noble Christian effort in the heart, or in the world, 
opens the way for another, and gives the power for its 
accomplishment. We are, and must be, ‘‘strangers 
and pilgrims ” forever. We are pilgrims to new realms 
of truth; to new heights of holiness. The whole world 
is on its pilgrimage from the rude spirit of the earliest 
ages towards the far distant day of Christian life. It is 
easy to fill the picture whose outlines we have merely 
traced. Indeed, experience fills it out in the life of 
every heart, in colors far more vivid, and in shades far 
more deep, than human speech can give it. 

And what are the compensations for this inevitable 
condition of present life ? There are many and great 
compensations. It is good to form intimate relation¬ 
ships with various minds, and receive the varied power 
which they can impart. We need many teachers; not 
one alone. Each presents the truth from some pecu¬ 
liar point of view. The instruction will be imperfect 
without them all. Indeed, it seems to be the mission 
of every man, and it is the chosen work of every great 
man, to unfold some single, important truth. We 
become narrow minded unless we listen to various in¬ 
structors and have enlarged companionships. The 
spirit of Jesus is not fully displayed in the exposition 
of any single sect among his disciples. We need the 
teaching which other sects c&n give, as well as that 
which is to be found in our own. Each company q £. 
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disciples may manifest a particular ray in the Saviour^s 
crown of light. We need the brightness in every 
separate church to make up its perfect glory. We 
need to know what different minds have learned, and 
thought, as they studied truth and life from different 
points of view; to know the experience of various 
hearts in the discipline of the world. We need to 
know the experience of those who are now in the great 
company of the departed; to commune with the spirits 
of ascended disciples; with prophets and martyrs who 
have gone to look with unsealed eyes upon the perfect 
fl^evelations of the Father’s love, and to see him as he 
as.” What words of inspiration such teachers may 
speak! They cannot return to the earth to instruct us 
here. Let us cheerfully become pilgrims and go to 
them. 

And how can we be brought into close communion 
with various minds except by a series of changing rela¬ 
tionships ? It is good to look upon various scenes of 
natural beauty, the grandeur of mountain and ocean, 
of earth and sky. Each scene impresses some peculiar 
thought of the infinite power and love; and their 
united teaching enlarges our conception of the Father’s 
goodness and character. It is immeasurably more im¬ 
portant to commune with a variety of minds ; the mind 
of great thought that towers upward with a mountain 
majesty; the man of profound affections, with a heart 
deep as the unfathomable sea; the calm and gentle 
spirit, peaceful as the fair and quiet landscape. It is 
better to know them all. We should be confined to 
one mind, or to one class of minds, if we were not 
placed in constantly changing scenes and homes. The 
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shock that severs us from present associations will 
waken us to a new form of life with its new instruc¬ 
tions. We must be pilgrims whenever we look beyond 
the horizon that bounds our present prospect. We 
must welcome new minds if we will receive thoughts 
beyond those which we have already gained. The 
Father knew what was best; and, therefore, he made 
his children strangers and pilgrims upon the earth. 

There are compensations for this condition of a pil¬ 
grimage in which man is placed. We are not present¬ 
ing a cold and philosophical view of that condition, or 
of those changes in human relationships that rack the 
soul. We shrink from all merely philosophic views of 
any thing that touches the deepest affections of the 
heart. We turn, chilled and shivering, from icy specu¬ 
lations. We are striving to look, and to speak, from 
the mountain summit of the Christian faith. When we 
reflect upon themes like this, we sometimes overlook 
the vast capacities of the human soul. We need not 
forget the vanished scenes, when new ones open. Each 
grand scene of natural beauty that we have witnessed 
may be distinct in memory now. We do not forget the 
glory of the cataract, when we look upon the mountain, 
or the beauty of either when we gaze upon the sea. 
The experience of the soul, in this respect, is like that 
of the man who hangs new pictures upon the walls of 
his dwelling in a true love of their beauty. The more 
his taste is developed by culture, the more he appre¬ 
ciates every work of art which he formerly possessed. 
There is room in the human heart for new friendships. 
It gains n^w strength as its love flows out the more, 
and both the old and the new aflection may be deeper, 
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purer, than the first alone. There is room in the 
human heart. I look up to the spiritual world for mj 
most perfect illustration. I do not suppose that true 
hearts cease to beat for us when they enter the new, 
the living associations of the heavenly state, the true 
marriage feast. Those new associations impart a deeper 
life, and they look upon us now with an affection un* 
known on earth. The sea of affection has deepened, 
and pours into every channel a fuller stream. Thus it 
must be in the eternal pilgrimage of our existence. 
The more true relationships we form, the purer an^ 
deeper each will become. There is room in the human 
heart. There is room for aU; for the pure friendships 
of earth; for the spiritual relationships of heaven; for 
the profound reverence and love of pure discipleship 
towards the Saviour ever-blessed; for the supreme 
adoration of the infinite Father. We do not forget, or 
lose, old objects of affection by being strangers and 
pilgrims. Rather do we take them all with us, to be 
forever reverenced and loved in the many mansions of 
the soul. 

The great, the unlearned lesson in experience is, to 
live in the world, and yet above it; to be at home in 
present action, and present ties, and yet be able to pass 
on into new relationships when the summons comes. 
We can learn the lesson in our pilgrimage thit^gh 
different scenes in nature. We can give ourselves up 
to the beauty of what we behold to-day, and yet be 
ready to journey on to other scenes to-morrow. Even 
then, indeed, we sometimes look back with lingering 
eyes for another, and yet another view of what we are 
leaving now. But it is more difficult to learn the less<m 
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in our pilgrimage through the changing scenes of life. 
Even Jesus looked back in lingering afiection when he 
bade l^is disciples farewell, although he went forward 
in obedience to the distinct voice of God. We must 
throw ourselves into present duties and associations, or 
they can do nothing for us. As the scholar must give 
an undivided thought to each daily lesson in order to 
gain its instruction, so we are called to an absolute 
devotion to each true tie of existence. We must make 
our hearts one with the hearts that are around us in 
order to receive the depth of their life. Yet we must 
be above such bonds also, or the changes of life will 
leave us homeless and perishing. Solve that problem; 
to be at home where we are, and to be pilgrims too; to 
be at rest with the loved while they are here, and yet, 
peacefully, to let them go; to extract the utmost sweet¬ 
ness and joy from each relationship of human affection, 
and yet not to be overwhelmed as each in turn is 
broken. This is the problem of life; — to dwell in the 
world, awake to every duty, responding to every sym¬ 
pathy, and yet to dwell all the while in heaven, as 
Jesus reposed in the home at Bethany while he dwelt 
also in the bosom of his God. Then can we be pil¬ 
grims, without a word of murmuring as we journey on, 
because the felt presence of the Father will build for us 
a true home everywhere. I can only announce that 
bright, that distant state of triumphant rest, and pray 
with you, and for myself, that we may yet know its 
perfect peace. 


July 16,1848. 



IX. 


THE CLOUD OF WITNESSES. 


A CLOUD OF wmcESSEs.— Hebrews xii. 1. 

The writer applies this expression to the faithful 
who had lived before his day. He represents them as 
a cloud of sympathizing witnesses, compassing the be¬ 
lievers about while they ran their own appointed race. 
And he speaks as if the memory of their examples, 
and the consciousness of their presence, must become a 
powerful impulse to a similar fidelity. 

“ A cloud of witnesses.” No thoughtful person can 
fail to perceive how rapidly we are becoming connected 
with the dead by the successive departures of those 
whom we have known and loved from the circles of 
society and friendship. Singly they take their fiight, 
— the friend, the parent, the child; and so gradually 
they appear to go,* that we do not realize how many 
are already gathered in the unseen world. But when 
we ask, “ Where is that once unbroken company of 
friends and kindred ? ” we see that the number of the 
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departed may be as great as the number who re¬ 
main.' Even in youth this experience is felt; and as 
years increase, and especially as age approaches, the 
witnesses encompass us like a cloud. We hear not 
only a single household voice which once spoke to us 
on earth, and which now speaks /rom the skies. A 
throng is already there; and their silent, but united 
testimony and invitation may have as great a power 
over our hearts, at certain moments, as the voices of 
love which still salute our ear in the companionships 
of the world. 

It is a sure, and yet a blessed process, which the 
course of years is carrying onward. It is blessed, 
though it can only be advanced amidst many tears, 
and through an anguish as keen as the pangs of disso¬ 
lution. For these rapidly increasing companies of the 
loved in the spiritual world are bearing most glorious 
testimonies to the thoughtful soul. Let us meditate fmr 
a moment upon those testimonies. 

In the first place, the unseen world becomes more 
distinct as the cherished and the loved pass into its 
invisible mansions. It is delightful indeed to observe 
how direct is the tendency of such departures, to build 
np a clear and undying faith. The spiritual world is 
no longer a land of shadows when loved and cherished 
fiiends have gone to dwell there; and in proportion as 
such witnesses increase, it will appear like' a great 
reality to the soul. It cannot be shadowy then. We 
know its inhabitants. Familiar voices are speaking 
there. Well known feet are busy in its blessed minis¬ 
tries. Hearts whose deeper life has been manifested 
io our eyes throb there unchanged, except as their 
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jearthly graces have brightened into a heavenly glory. 
The spiritual world must thus become distinct and clear 
to the soul as the company of the departed increases. 
For what is its nature ? It is not a scene of outward 
glory which is too dazzling for our earthly eyes. It 
consists of the thoughts, the hopes, the life of the hearts 
that are gathered there. And when their life has been 
known in the previous intercourse of the present world 
the divine reality is partially unveiled. We cannot 
look upon the full brightness of the light around the 
throne. Yet some of the rays which enter into that 
glory have beamed across our pathway here. Its na¬ 
ture we know, though its fulness heart hath not con¬ 
ceived. And we need the revelations which come 
through this experience. Words of instruction alone, 
even though they are the words of Jesus, do not impart 
this clear, undying faith. The departure of the loved 
unfolds their meaning, and makes the hope and the life 
of the resurrection plain. An infinitely gracious Provi¬ 
dence, through the defeat of mortal hopes, unfolds the 
assurance of immortality. Each bereavement removes 
another film from our blinded eyes. The conquests of 
death quicken the faith which takes away its sting. 
The apparent victories of the grave destroy its triumph. 
What can they do except to increase the cloud of wit¬ 
nesses who compass us about ? 

But these encompassing witnesses bear still another 
testimony. They not only make the spiritual world a 
reality to our thought; but they invest it with new and 
enduring charms. It becomes beautiful to the heart as 
it becomes clearer to the mind. Who are gathering 
there as this bereaving Providence goes onward ? Most 
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&miliar fnends, objects of household tenderness, parents, 
^children, all of the loved are going. And as their pres¬ 
ence on earth gave to life its dearest joy, so now, their 
presence in the spiritual world invests the state beyond 
the tomb with the same attraction. In well remem¬ 
bered tones of love they seem to say, " Come up hither 
to dwell again with us.’’ If it is home to dwell with 
those to whom the heart clings, how surely, and how 
rapidly, homes are building for us there! The cloud 
of witnesses is gathering. We are not tom away from 
present friends to be transferred to a land of strangers, 
where we shall wander like exiles frmn our native soil. 
We are only passing from our home below to our home 
above; to a home in which those who are left behind 
will soon come to dwell. As the new-bom child ia 
received into the arms of love which wait to bless it, so 
is the new-bom soul welcomed and blessed in that 
higher world. And a still better welcome may await 
that better birth. For the spirit may not be uncon¬ 
scious of the love which receives it, as at the beginning 
of earthly life. The spirit new bom into heaven may 
recognize the voice of welcome that it most loved to 
hear on earth, and respond to the full joy of that angel 
souL It may be as if the infant here could instantly 
share the first ftdl rapture of the mother’s heart. Re- 
jnember this gathering cloud of witnesses. Do you 
think only of sorrow when the tolling bell speaks of 
another removal from the circles of love ? We know 
how bereaved friends must weep over the tomb in 
which the loved are laid. Yet do not clothe these 
temporary bereavements with unmingled gloom. The 
dood which veils the sun from our eyes while we are 
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standing in the valley, becomes radiant with glory 
when seen from the* mountain top. Observe the ligh^^ 
which attends these changes. Through them Provi¬ 
dence gently smooths the way before our own feet, 
and builds a home in which our hearts can rest before 
it summons us also to depart. And the more frequent 
these bereavements, the more beautiful is that home. 
How dear is the promise of Jesus to the sorrowing 
disciples just before his departure, — I go to prepare 
A place for you. And if I go and prepare a place for 
you, I will come again, and receive you to myself; that 
where I am, there ye may be also.” And is it irrev¬ 
erent to think that all the loved and honored who de¬ 
part from us are going to prepare a place, a home 
for us ? And when that place is thus prepared, the 
touch of the angel of death to our own dying lips is 
but the kiss of welcome to that eternal home. 

It requires but a few years of intimate connection 
with any circles of friendship to impress these thoughts 
vdth an almost inexpressible power. From how many 
vacant places friends have already gone, to become a 
part of that encompassing cloud of witnesses! What 
beautiful ascensions have blessed our eyes as the de¬ 
parting went up into heaven! How rapidly the homes 
above are building for us all I It is good to meditate 
upon that growing company; to hear their testimonies 
of endurance and of trust, of love and hope. It is good 
to attempt to distinguish the various and attractive 
forms of those who are in that ever-increasing cloud. 
There are infant forms from so many of our homes. 
And they are no more pale and cold, “ but clothed in a 
deathless bloom.” They are tried by pain no more; 
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but they sing “ a song which only the hosts of heaven 
can hear.” And by their testimonies to an immortal 
life, they minister to the parent now as the parent 
could not have ministered to the child. There are 
those of maturer years; taken in the fulness of manly 
strength, or from the fondest services of affection; from 
earth’s nearest, noblest, and most beautiful relation¬ 
ships. There are those of many days, who were ven¬ 
erable for wisdom and for years,-—the last honored 
members of a departed generation. They speak in the 
memories of almost every dwelling; in the experience, 
nearer or more remote, of almost every human heart. 
Think of these messengers of the resurrection, these 
ascended friends, whose departures have taken away 
charm after charm from the earth to make the heavens 
more bright. To whom have not their messages been 
sent? Who is not encompassed with their heavenly 
ministries ? 

And not these alone are in the heavens to make 
them more beautiful to our faith and love. There are 
the servants of truth and holiness of every age, whose 
countenances we never beheld, but whose souls we 
have known, and whose words have been to us like a 
breath of inspiration. There are the martyrs who 
died to win the inheritance of truth and of freedom in 
which we rejoice; the prophets and the apostles of 
elder and of later days. There is the great Church of 
the Living God — the Church triumphant now. And 
there, amidst the shining band, the Saviour forever 
dwells. 

Lift up your tearful eyes, ye children of sadness, and 
behold that great doud of witnesses I Look up to 



100 


THE CLOUD OF WITNESSES* 


Jesus, "the author and fiiiisher of our fEuth;” at once 
its source, and its end. The Providence which is rap¬ 
idly connecting us with the unseen world as closely as 
with the present, when viewed with earthly eyes, may 
seem to be only a succession of bitter separations. But, 
to the trusting heart, it brings ever brightening and 
more joyful revelations. It hallows the earth as it 
opens the heavens. How blessed is the testimony 
which these witnesses leave behind! How they conse¬ 
crate this world by their memories! How strong and 
how tender the associations with the homes where they 
have dwelt! The place where their feet have rested 
seems hallowed ground. The dwellings where those 
most dear have lived, and suffered, and died, are trans¬ 
figured. A more than earthly light ahinbs around 
them. They become like temples in whidi a spiritual 
presence ever seems to dwell. How eloquent a thou¬ 
sand homes to those who have dwelt within them! 
There they have known the deepest joy* There they 
have poured out the tears of sorrow. There they have 
offered the prayers of trial and of trust. There the 
departed have lived and loved. There the cold forms 
of the beloved dead were laid. No spots where world- 
honored genius once lived, where the most heavenly 
piety watched and prayed, are holier than these lowly 
dwellings to those who have there known and felt the 
intense experiences of life. And if haply the meek 
spirit of reconciliation has there breathed its life away 
«—a spirit as pure as that of the apostle or the martyr, 
though all unknown to the world — few ministries in 
God’s Providence can possess a greater power. The 
worM 2 B hallowed by such memories. Our dwellings 
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are rapidly clothed with such associations. The dead 
have been in them all, or shall quickly be. And to 
earnest and thoughtful souls, a voice often comes from 
places thus consecrated which seems to bid them put 
off their shoes in reverence, because it is holy ground. 

How these witnesses testify to us again, in the im¬ 
pression of their lives! It is interesting to see how 
the character of those whom we have loved or honored, 
when their work on earth is ended, concentrates itself 
into the idea, and the memory, of some one grand 
quality, which is most true to their prevailing life. 
The name of one becomes another word for patient 
endurance, or devoted love of truth, or self-sacrificing 
philanthropy, or a lion, yet lamb-like courage; while 
the name of the child remains as the bright and unfad¬ 
ing image of innocence. Each stands for some special 
virtue when life is closed and the impression is com¬ 
plete. Each becomes fixed as an unfading star in our 
memory. So do the great names of the past arrange 
themselves in the memory of succeeding generations, 
as symbols of the grand and noble qualities which may 
exist in human nature. The name of Howard is another 
word for philanthropy. The word Pilgrim is fast be¬ 
coming a synonym for Christian heroism. Humanity 
canonizes its truly glorious children, and exalts them 
into saints to represent great spiritual qualities to future 
ages. Honored and loved as men may be, they seldom 
exert their deepest influence until they die. Death not 
only invests the pure with a heavenly, an immortal 
crown. It is their earthly coronation also. A thou¬ 
sand misconceptions may often attend living excellence. 
We do not yield it a fitting reverence while it stands 



102 


THE CLOUD OP WITNESSES. 


by our side. But the dead truly begin to live in the 
better judgment, in the reverent feeling, of human 
hearts. When they leave the earth they begin to 
exert their noblest influence. When Jesus went away 
the Oomforter came. 

But not only do these witnesses consecrate this world 
by their memory and their virtues. Not only do they 
render the spiritual world more distinct to the mind, 
and more attractive to the heart, in those ways which 
we have already noticed. The souls of the holy de¬ 
parted are represented not merely as quickening the 
&ithful by their memories, but as invisible, yet assisting 
angels, present with them in their earthly pilgrimage. 
The heart always inclines to accept such a statement as 
the expression of its faith. If the earthly life has been 
a quickening, spiritual ministry, we can scarcely ques¬ 
tion the continuance of that ministry^ when this life is 
ended. A miraculous opening of the heavens, reveal¬ 
ing Jesus to our eyes as he wondrously appeared to the 
disciples in Judea, could scarcely make the heart more 
confident that ‘‘ He ever liveth to make intercession for 
us.” We feel that whosoever liveth, shall never die. 
The testimony of the cloud of witnesses shall never 
fail. The departed child, whose “angel always be¬ 
holds the face of the Father,” whose soul was never 
clouded by sin, may now be sitting in the midst of us, 
like the child whom Jesus once placed in the midst of 
his disciples, to reveal to the heart the spirit of heaven. 
Perhaps it is near us to whisper messages from the 
Father more directly to the soul. Every spirit whose 
earthly life was spent in devotion to truth, every 
^*end who rejoiced to speak quickening words to our 
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souls, may be walking with us in the way. And now 
it may cause our hearts to bum within us by opening 
to us the deep things of God, though as with the disci¬ 
ples of old when Jesus joined them, our eyes are holden 
that we see it not. 

We cherish this deep and almost irresistible persua¬ 
sion of the h^art. It may not be wise, perhaps, to seek 
consolation by resting upon such a solace. The true 
consolation is obtained in that unquestioning trust which 
believes although no ray of light appears. It comes 
firom that confidence which transcends all speculation, 
and knows that no heart of man can conceive of the 
boundless love of the Father. Nevertheless, we still 
cherish the thought. “ Out of the heart are the issues 
of life.” And these deep persuasions which spontane¬ 
ously arise within it, which no logic can refute, appear 
to be sealed with the testimony of God. The spiritual 
world which is ever taking to itself the joy of our life, 
may still be in our midst. When Jesus shall touch our 
eyes we may open them at once upon its now invisible 
scenes. The bonds of love that once connected us 
with the departed in visible communion, are not sev¬ 
ered, but strengthened, as they vanish from our sight. 
€h)d, who makes all things his angels, forever sends 
out the spirits of the pure with revelations of his will. 
Indeed, to those ascended spirits, no joy could seem 
more heavenly than the performance of such errands 
of grace. The earth is covered with the ashes of the 
departed. We cannot step without treading upon traces 
of their earthly life. And we are compassed about by 
their present spirits. They speak to us, it may be, 
while we wake, and while we sleep. They whisper 
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thoughts of encouragement in our hours of weakness* 
They speak no longer in imperfect words, as when here 
at our side, but in clear revelations. There are a thou-^ 
sand avenues whereby their voices may find entrance 
to the soul. The departed mother may be one of the 
angels who watch over the child. The ascended child 
may come with consolations to the weeping mother. 
And while we linger at the tomb of the loved, whither 
we have gone to embalm them anew in our memory, 
they may be standing as it were behind us, as the risen 
Jesus stood behind Mary at the sepulchre. They do 
not call us by name, and reveal their presence as Jesus 
revealed himself to Mary. Yet they may whispCT 
words within our hearts, which bid us turn and follow 
them in the bright path of their ascension. 

The cloud witness^. They make the spiritual 
world real to the mind and heart. They hallow this 
world by their memories and their purity. They speak 
firom the heavens as all-encompassing angels. They 
leave a glorious testimony on the earth, and, as we 
rejoice to repeat, they utter a more glorious testimony 
from their higher dwelling-place. We mourn over 
these repeated bereavements. Yet, even now, we 
scarcely begin to receive their instructions. And we 
deeply need their teachings. How bright and lovely 
these ascended spirits make the unseen world! Ye 
honored ones who have departed, ye goodly fellowship 
of friends who have gone in holy trust, ye beloved 
forms who have left us in infant innocence, or with the 
seal of the Christian’s victory, the adoption of sons, 
upon the forehead, — how does the gulf between the 
present and the future narrow as ye go! How the 
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heart overcomes its apprehensions when it meditates 
upon those who are building a home for us, as they 
gather in thaUimmortal company ! Ye heavenly wit¬ 
nesses, the cloud of shining ones, — compass us about 
with your holy memories; with the testimonies of your 
devoted lives and victorious deaths; with the ministries 
which are still permitted you in the Father’s Provi¬ 
dence. Compass us about, that we may “ run with 
patience the race that is set before us,” until we are 
taken into your bright companionship, into the pure 
and eternal fellowship of the redeemed. 


October 1, 1848. 





X. 


THE CHRISTIAN VIEW OF LIFE AND DEATH. 


To LIVE IS CHRIST; TO DIE IS GAIN. — Philippians i. 21. 

The text is one of the most remarkable declarations 
of the great Apostle. Perhaps no single sentence in 
his writings combines so many elements of noble 
thought, or expresses so divine a trust. We find nu¬ 
merous statements of a similar feeling in respect to 
death, many words equally full of immortal hope. We 
read his triumphant exclamations concerning the lost 
sting of death — the lost victory of the grave. We 
find numerous expressions of the present peace which 
attends a heavenly life, even while he bewails the bitter 
contests with his own unsubdued passions, and is keenly 
alive to the pains of his varied persecutions. We often 
behold the gushings of pure joy from the well of living 
waters, the deep fountains of faith and love in his 
breast. But in the single sentence selected as the text, 
he affirms that the true heart is conqueror in life and 
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death alike. He triumphantlj declares that it makes 
the present and the future equally glorious; so that 
To live is Christ ” — that one word expressive of all 
hope and blessedness to the disciples’ hearts, and “ To 
die is gain” —the unutterable joy of his nearer pres¬ 
ence still. 

The text is still more impressive when we remember 
the circumstances amidst which the Apostle was placed. 
•This note of triumph was struck in a prison. Paul was 
writing while burdened with bonds. And even the 
release of which he intimates a hope, though it would 
allow him to return to his loved field of duty, would 
lead him into dangers from which imprisonment was 
a protection. Men magnify the joy of immortality 
when the present is beset with difficulties. They paint 
the future in brighter hues as darkness gathers round 
them. It would be natural for the imprisoned Apostle, 
bruised with rods, scarred by stripes, in peril of mar¬ 
tyrdom every hour, to exclaim, “ To die is gain.” But 
when he says at the same moment, “ To live is,Christ,” 
when he neither darkens the present, nor magnfiies the 
future, in consequence of his present trials, he ascends 
to the sublimity of trust. We then perceive how deep 
must be the peace which Jesus bequeathed to the true 
disciple’s heart. We find the comment upon Paul’s 
own words when he says — “Neither death, nor life, 
nor things present, nor things to come, shall be able to 
separate us from the love of God.” We begin to 
apprehend what Jesus means when he says, “ He that 
liveth and believeth on me, sb^ll never die.” 

“ To live is Christ; to die is gain.” It is difficult to 
say whether the Christian view of life, or its view of 
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death, is most attractive and inspiring. We are accus¬ 
tomed to speak of the victory over death as its crowning 
blessing. But the victory in life of which it speaks has 
a wondrous glory too. I scarcely know which receives 
the brighter transfiguration through the spirit in which 
Jesus teaches us to regard them. As we follow Jesus 
in our imagination from his deserted sepulchre, the life 
beyond the grave seems glorious indeed. It is to sit at 
the right hand of the Father in a closeness of com¬ 
munion which no earthly image can illustrate. Yet^ 
when Jesus talked with Nicodemus, he spoke of him¬ 
self as “ the Son of man who is in heaven.” And the 
love in which he pleaded with men in Samaria and 
Galilee, is the same love in which he makes his eternal 
intercessions for us. The death, the resurrection, of 
Jesus are scarcely brighter than his life. Before he 
went down to the grave, he breathed the same love 
which he manifested when he re-appeared to Peter, 
and Thomas, and the eleven, after his crucifixion. 
The ascending Saviour is scarcely more lovely, more 
glorious, or more divine, than the Saviour praying that 
his murderers may be forgiven. That "prayer of for¬ 
giveness upon the cross expressed an inward peace as 
sweet as aught which risen spirits may know. We go 
to the tomb whence the stone was rolled away, to say, 
He is risen; ” and thus intimate the assured hope of 
the whole raee of dying men. But we follow his steps 
on the earth, to see, even here, a risen, immortal life. 
And when he speaks, or performs a miracle of love, 
and reveals the deep things in his heart, we behold 
what a divine thing it may be to live, as well as what 
B blessed thing it may be to die. The robe of death 
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and the garments of life alike receive a transfiguration, 
and become “ white as the light.” 

Indeed Christianity rebukes the twofold error which 
is so common in our views of life and death. It re¬ 
bukes the feeling which makes death so terrible that 
all our lifetime we are subject to bondage through fear# 
It rebukes the old philosophy which called the body the 
prison of the soul, and present existence a continued 
bondage; and the prevalent feeling which depreciates 
the world, or regards it as a vale of tears. According 
to Christianity, life and death are twin children of the 
same love; and present and future being are only 
difierent parts of the same whole. Between those 
j^rts, death interpose# no ^m. Life is like a con¬ 
tinuous stream. It grows wider, deeper, more beau- 
tifiil, until it flows at length amidst ‘‘fields of living 
green” and “never withering flowers.” In part of its 
eourse it is within, and in part beyond, our sight Yet 
the stream is still the same. Christianity does indeed 
say, “ To die is gain.” It speaks of unconceived glo¬ 
ries that are yet to be revealed. But it also says of 
him who hath an obedient heart, “ The Father and the 
Son make their abode with him.” The future glory 
which it reveals shines bade upon the present. The 
morning dawn of our existence is illuminated by the 
brighter glory of that perfect day. The Christian 
ideas of present and future life react upon each othen 
Each is to give to the conception of the other a still 
greater charm. The love which we imagine will appear 
in visible brightness in worlds beyond the grave, is upon 
this side of the tomb also, and pours its flight and its 
blessings upon every child. And the love which we 
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now behold is a bright hint to aid our conception of 
the paradise which it hides. In the Edens of affection 
here, the soul hears whispers of the glory which is 
hereafter to be proclaimed. The full fountains of love 
above are only deeper springs of the same joy which 
already flows in trusting hearts. God never hides 
himself fix)m those who are prepared to see him. And 
there is but one law whereby his love can be known, 
on earth, or in heaven. The pure in heart see him 
both here and there. They see him in the sweet con¬ 
viction of his changeless love; in the consciousness of 
being folded in his everlasting arms. ‘‘ To die is gain.” 
But "to live is Christ,” though it be to live amidi^ 
perils, and persecutions, ^d bonds. In both states we 
are in the same temple. Here, we are in the outer 
court. Hereafter, we may lift the veil before the Holy 
of Holies. Christianity declares a twofold triumph. 
And its triumph over the tomb is scarcely greater than 
its triumph over an opposing and a fleeting world. 

" To live is Christ; to die is gain.” It is difficult to 
maintain this glorified thought respecting both the pres¬ 
ent and the future amidst all the changes of actual life. 
The fact that Paul maintained it, or rather that it 
broke forth spontaneously from his heart, amid the 
perils of his way, is what most exalts him in our 
reverence. It is hard thus to regard life in its actual 
conflicts, its repeated calls to grief. It is difficult to 
prevent clouds from covering us with gloom, and tears 
from blinding our eyes to the brightness of earth. I 
think not only of imaginary changes, but of the trials 
which Providence actually sends. And a triumph 
over them all appears like an attainment almost be- 
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yond the power of the soul, although Jesus distinctly 
calls us to gain it. I see a home, which, in three brief 
years is changed .from the glad abode of youthful 
strength and beauty, and doting parental pride, into 
a place of utter loneliness. First, one fair and beau- 
tiftil droops and fades away. Then another bright in 
youthful genius, whose life seemed a promise to the 
world, also departs; and it is a childless home. And 
next, mid clouds of grief which d^Jipen into a gloom 
that the spirit cannot bear, the heart-strings of a parent 
are worn asunder, and he is laid by his children’s side. 
Three years bereave one hearth-stone to fill three such 
graves. Or I see other homes from which two, or three, 
in childhood’s loveliness, pass down to the tomb in quick 
succession; homes to which the mourners come back 
from the grave, only to return again, to lay a new 
treasure in the silent dust. Yet why should I speak of 
scenes which I have witnessed rather than appeal to 
similar experiences which at times are felt by every 
human heart ? As life has been unrolled to view, who 
has not known such wounded hearts and stricken homes? 
How many have dwelt within such homes, and realized 
the bitterness of such sorrows I How many have found 
it true that the anguish which is felt there is keener 
than that which imagination could picture I It may be 
easy for those to speak of the brightness of life who do 
not miss the most cheerful voices, who do not think of 
occupied graves when they ask where their children 
are. But what is it to speak thus when life becomes 
a lingering crucifixion of affection ? It is easy then to 
say, “To die is gain.” For those whose presence 
xnade this world our home are fast gathering beyond 
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tile tomb, and the heart yearns to renew these inter¬ 
rupted fellowships of affection. But to say also idth 
equal fervor — ^ To live is Christ —to realize amidst 
the experience of his trial or his Cross, the unutterable 
peace of Jesus, and to look up from outward loneliness 
to say, I am not alone, because the Father is with 
me ” — is a more difficult, and a nobler victory. Then 
there can be no more pain. Neither shall ^ there be 
any more sea.” 

It is often more difficult for us to submit to the disci* 
pline of life than to cherish bright thoughts respecting 
death. We call it the great triumph to attain cheerful 
views of death. But we can often look with composure 
upon death when we cannot clothe life with ghny* 
There is much of apparent resignation,^ of seeming 
trust, which does not argue a genuine submission, or a 
true faith. It may even prove the want of true acqui¬ 
escence in the ordinations of Gk>d. It is easier to think 
brightly of a state in which there are no separations 
than to make a desolate home glad. When exhausted 
by pain, it is easier to dwell upon a state of exemption 
firpm suffering, than to make the time of suffering a time 
of peace. This readiness to go, which we so often ftnd| 
is sometimes the weariness of weakness rather tiian the 
triumph of the soul. I can imagine another state whidi 
I should long to enter more easily than I can clothe the 
present with beauty. Indeed, man always longs for 
some change in his condition, or in his duties. He 
ffincies that it is the shadow of surrounding circum* 
stances, rather than the shadow of his own discontent, 
which darkens his path. Man may rightly say, m 
bounding hope," To die is gain.” Paul said that even 
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when life seemed to him most truly glorious. And 
Jesus said, when his cross was building, I have glori« 
fied Thee on earth; and now, Father, glorify Thou me 
with the glory which I had with Thee before the world 
was.” Man may rightly say, To die is gain.” Heart 
hath not conceived the gain which it brings to all who 
love God. We were made to die. This fact alone is 
proof that “ to die is gain.” But we are to distrust the 
spirit which does not also say — “ To live is Christ.” 
Christianity does not sympathize with the feeling that 
fastens its desires upon one condition of our being 
alone, while it constantly depreciates the other. It will 
not suffer bright hopes for the future to be built upon 
present despondency. There are many to whom I 
would not say—Seek a victory over death and the 
tomb—but rather, Seek first a victory over life. ‘‘ Seek 
first the kingdom of God and its righteousness,” and 
all things needful else shall be added.” The spirit 
which triumphs in life will have power to make the 
&ce of death like the face of an angel. 

We have spoken of the necessity of cherishing bright 
views of both the present and the future, and of the 
fitct that the feeling which glorifies the one, and depre¬ 
ciates the other, is to be distrusted. There is greater 
reason for this distrust than we at first imagine. The 
true fiuth in immortality must make the present bright, 
as well as the future glorious. According to the Chris¬ 
tian doctrine, immortality is not simply the continuation 
of existence beyond the grave, but the possession of 
immortal powers and affections which are awakened 
here by the revelations of truth, and thd manifestations 
of infinite love. Christianity teaches that man has a 
8 
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Boul which is now to be fed hj the living bread which 
comes down from heaven. If the joy of immortality 
insists in the future development of this undying soul^ 
its present infant progress must bring a foretaste of that 
bliss. If it be a gain to die, it is because the soul pos¬ 
sesses an inward life which must make it Christ to live* 
The true faith represents both conditions as beautihi], 
because they are only different scenes in which the 
same spirit dwells. Jesus does not give the promise of 
immortality as a consolation to slumbering hearts. His 
teaching is, ‘^Whosoever liveth and believeth in me, 
shall never die.’’ The inward life of which he spoke 
must scatter fragrance and beauty around all its paths, 
whether they lead into the scenes of present exist¬ 
ence or across the narrow sea of death. Its treasure is 
in heaven. But its heaven is in the soul; and its peace 
is like the peace of the Redeemer. It is an attribute' 
of its own nature, and remains with it wherever it 
dwells. The true life is like the sun — a source 
brightness in itselfl It was not strange that Paul 
should speak at the same time of life as a triumph, and 
of death as gain. He could not have done otherwise* 
The spirit which dispelled every fear of the future 
Overcame every difficulty of the present. We can 
never rightly say, ‘‘O death where is thy sting?” with¬ 
out saying at the same moment, “ To live is Christ”' 
It is not strange that rapturous expressions of inward 
peace have been uttered by the martyr’s lips, or poured 
out in song from the midnight prison. To those whn 
know the deep things of the love of God, life reveals its 
divinest peace amidst its greatest suffiBring* Thus havn 
Aob 0 to whom Kfe seemed Uie saddest often found it 
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sweetest. Thus do the most i^rvent expressions of love 
to Gh)d often go up from most desolate homes. Gk>d 
£)e8 not keep the gates of heaven closed till the portals 
of the tomh have been passed, that he maj open them= 
suddenly to reveal a splendor wholly unconceived and 
unknown before. Heaven dawns here upon loving* 
hearts. It gradually brightens like the morning light;. 
Those who are prepared to enter it find intervals of it» 
peace amidst the heaviest trials. And though therer. 
is now an element of sadn^s in their song which a 
clearer vision shall dispel, yet are they learning even 
here the glad strains of the world, of unbroken haiv 
mony and peace. 

Our chief want is a true faith in immortal life. We 
do not mean the faith which merely believes in a resur¬ 
rection, or which goes to the Redeemers tomb in the 
assurance thet he is risen, and that all of human race 
shall also rise. This alone avails nothing for this worl^ 
,or the world to come. We need the faith which raises 
us now into heavenly thoughts and Heavenly places 
with the Lord, and which fills the soul with immor¬ 
tality. With such a faith we should enter into the two¬ 
fold hope which is expressed in the Apostle’s words* 
We should feel the wounds of bereavement; but we 
should also receive the balm which is poured in to heal 
them. We should suffer the agony of the cross; but 
we should find the peace which passes understanding* 
Let man prove himself by this twofold trial. Let him 
not speak of reconciliation to death when there is un- 
reoonciliation in his life. Let him question his content 
in life, when he trembles at the thought of death. Un¬ 
less he sees both to be beautiful he sees neither ri^tly*^ 
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The bow of hope is not to hang over the future only, 
however trying the present may he. It must compre¬ 
hend time, death, eternity, in its embrace. No flood 
can overwhehn us while that is stretched over our way. 
It is an almost divine peace which we have been con- 
tem|>lating. Yet it may be known even here. It will 
not come at a sudden call. The heart that has no 
inward trust must not expect to realize it when smitten 
by grief. Yet it will come through constant seeking. 
And when it is Christ to live, it will doubtless be gain 
to die. And let us never forget, that when it shall be 
gain for us to die, it must also be Christ for us to live. 


Mat 11,1846. 
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It is appoiuted uoto men once to die.— Hebrews, ix. 87. 

The text most naturally suggests the consideration 
of the law of death in its general application to man. 
And it would be necessary to reflect long upon it in 
order to dispel the dark views that cluster around it, 
and to enter into the bright teaching of the Christian 
fidth. The text represents death as an appointment; 
that is to say, a universal law. And what can any 
universal law of a paternal Providence be but a great 
provision of love, whose benediction is designed to rest 
upon every head ? But although this conclusion seems 
80 ilresistible, it may be practically powerless. When 
shall we gain the faith which can see the same love 
manifested in this as in every other law of Providence. 
When shall we practically regard this appointment, by 
which every birth becomes the prophecy of another 
death, and .every rising of the sun of present existence 
the sure precursor of its speedy setting amid sadness 
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and tears — when shall we regard this as only a nobler 
birth? Death has no peculiar sting. ‘‘The sting of 
death is sinthe sin which covers life and death alike 
with gloom, and haunts the soul with prophecies of 
retribution. 

We turn aside, however, from this general topic to a 
more limited theme. To all, the law of death is a mys¬ 
tery. Yet it wears a different aspect when it comes in 
different periods of life. We may not understand why 
our earthly existence should be destined so quickly to 
cease. There are numberless instructions which are 
unexhausted during the longest life. We may, indeed, 
regard this wealth of wisdom beyond what man can 
gather as an assurimce, and a symbol of the infinity of 
mercy behind the cloud. Still we do not see why the 
mind could not progress here for ages. Yet, when 
death comes to the aged, burdened by infirmity, it is 
easy to regard it as an^ angel sent to rescue the sold 
from the ruins of its present dwelling, and to lead it 
to a new and more fitting mansimi in the Father’s 
house. But when it comes to the child, or when it 
comes to the young, who, with joyous heart, and bound¬ 
ing feet, are ready to enter upon the course of active 
life, who are like beautiful columns in the circles of love 
around which so many clinging affections and thrilling 
hopes are entwined, the great mystery wears to mdst a 
surpassing strangeness. Then the course of nature 
seems rudely broken by an alien hand. We know not 
how to regard this as an appointment of God. K the 
trees of life could remain until they had produced their 
natural and perfect fruit, we might look calmly upon 
their decay. But when they fall just as the full beauty 
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of their blossom gives promise of the fairest fruit, or 
when, as with the trees of milder climes, we behold at 
once the opening bud and the ripened fruit,—the pre¬ 
sent grace of character, and the bright promise of still 
higher excellence, — it is an inscrutable mystery indeed. 
What missions seem to be assigned them here ? How 
many in their weakness, rest upon such for support, and 
lean upon those who once leaned upon them. The 
death of infants seems far less strange. They alight 
upon the earth for a moment, and straightway return 
to God. They are messengers sent to open the invisi¬ 
ble world to the soul as it follows them in their ascend¬ 
ing flight, rather than to gain a citizenship in the dwell¬ 
ing-places of men. But when the brightest hopes are 
almost realized, and then suddenly disappointed, when 
we taste the cup of joy and then find it dashed from 
buf lips. Providence appears doubly mysterious and 
demands the deepest faith and trust. 

It is a common mistake to attempt to soothe such 
afflictions by gloomy representations of the present 
world. Men enumerate the manifold sorrows of pre- 
aent life. They number its tears. They point to the 
places of agony where the cry of suffering pains the 
ear, or the wail of the stricken heart ascends to heaven. 
Not one shade in the picture, either from the imperfec¬ 
tions incident to humanity, or from the unfaithfulness 
of individual souls, is left out of sight. And the infer¬ 
ence is, that they are peculiarly blessed who soon escape 
from an existence so perilous and so sorrowfuL It is a 
common sentiment that it is a privilege to die in youth, 
and that thanksgivings, rather than lamentations, should 
be heard at the graves of those so early gone. Almost 
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everywhere that sentiment is recognized. Eloquence 
enforces it with magic power. And the poetry of oon- 
soUtion is, oftentimes, not only a song of fidth in the 
future, but a dirge ever present life. 

This may be a natural tendency of feeling, yet it k 
an error. It may wear the appearance of the deepest 
&ith in the unseen world, yet it really implies a want 
of trust in the present Father. It is not wise to clothe 
God’s present Providence in gloom in order to explain 
one mysterious appointment of his will. We thus sug* 
gest a question which is far more terrible than that 
which we attempt to answer. We shake the only 
foundation upon which true consolation can rest. We 
must not make it appear a blessing to die, because it k 
a calamity to live. The picture of life with its mani* 
fold changes, its numberless imperfections, should un* 
doubtedly have many shades. Tears are often flow¬ 
ing here. No man lives without occasional vkitations 
of grief. The place of discipline can neither be the 
Eden of untried joy, nor the Paradke of unbroken rest 
Trial, suflering, are always present, as ministering 
angels; and unless we remember the bright things also 
which make life itself a blessing, God’s present Prov¬ 
idence becomes a dark and frowning cloud, and sug¬ 
gests no cheering hopes respecting the mysteries that 
are now unexplained. 

The sweetest consolation comes from an entirely 
opposite view. The statement may at first appear 
untrue; yet in proportion as we learn to regard present 
life as a blessing, the gloom which rests upon its early 
close begins to be removed. When we magnify the 
lore which beams ftx)m every part of the universe that 
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is now open to our view, we have an assurance of the 
mercy that must be equally present in all that is still 
hidden from our sight. Doth the same fountain send 
forth sweet waters and bitter ? Particular difficulties 
must be interpreted by the general spirit of the Father’s 
Providence. The occasional clouds melt away in this 
pervading light. It is with man as with the child in 
his earthly home. When parental love surrounds him 
as an atmosphere, when .the glance of tenderness which 
ffi«t fell upon his heart, like sunlight upon the earth, 
beams upon him still unchanged, a sweet filial trust will 
feel that the unexplained commandment, the apparent 
cross, must be an expression of the same afiection. 
When will a confidence in the All-mercifiil, as deep as 
that in fervent earthly friendships, become the sponta¬ 
neous impulse of the heart ? When will man gain the 
trust that shudders at a questioning thought as it would 
at a rebellious act ? Would you open the noblest, the 
only exhaustless fountain of consolation? Eecount 
with grateful hearts the tokens of God’s exhaustless 
love. Come with the tongue of eloquence, not moved 
to sad discoursings concerning the present world, but 
touched by the fire of love, to speak with wondering 
joy of the revelations of the Father’s tenderness. 
Bepeat the miracles of mercy that are manifested here 
to the eye of faith. Strike the harp to notes of glad¬ 
ness that you may celebrate the compassions of a 
present God. Pour out these great anthems of praise, 
chant forth this high argument, until the light of love 
dispels every gloomy thought, as the noon-tide dispels 
flie shade. Then the soul may gain that trust which 
can look upon all things that God hath made, and oaK 
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them good. There may still be sadness in the heart, we 
know. But each new token of love is another ministry 
of strength. The Spirit of the Universe is reveal^^ 
and the consciousness of a Father’s immutable love 
gradually soothes every doubt and fear to an eternal 
eleep. 

It is not because we think too brightly, but because 
we think too meanly of our present existence, that its 
epeedy close wears an aspect qf gloom. The habitually 
joyous spirit, which abides in the most cheerful thought^ 
finds the needed strength welling up within it. The 
naturally elastic temperament will be most sustained 
beneath the pressure of sorrow. And he to whom 
life is a present heaven will attain the brightest reli¬ 
gious trust. When the song of praise is the natural 
expression of the spirit, no change can entirely destroy 
its joy. The peaceful heart is attended by its own 
peace, wherever it may be. We follow Jesus when 
perils gather thickly around his path, and the malice of 
his foes is upon the verge of its triumph; when the 
compassionate heart of the Son of Grod is to be " pierced 
with many sorrows ” as he witnesses the people’s blind«> 
ness and sin. And out of that deep of tribulation comes 
the voice of prayer, entreating that his own “joy migM 
remain in the disciples’ breasts, that their joy might be 
fiill.” 

I have seen one who lived habitually in the brightest 
thoughts cheerfully pass away. It was in the very 
strength of life, in youth’s blooming hour, before disap¬ 
pointment had thrown its shade upon hope, and when 
the world spread itself out before the eye like a paradise 
o£ promise. Not from a weary world was the spirit 
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^ing, but from a world where it had known no weari¬ 
ness. Yet it was peaceful still. And that peace was 
but the accomplishment of an unchanging law. Nature, 
life, all things answer to the spirit. The sunny heart 
looks over both worlds, only to see, in each, the land¬ 
scape robed in light. Such a spirit does not go from a 
world uncheered by the true light from God, unviaited 
by angel feet. The world may appear a better school, 
and life may assume a greater value at the hour of its 
departure. Yet it goes in peace. For behind, and 
around it, as it were, is the excellent glory whence the 
great company of God’s ministering spirits have alwayn 
been speaking, and from which the Father’s voice has 
always been heard. And it can trust the love that has 
never faHed. 

We must gain such a bright view of life that we 
shall feel that we are only floating upon a sea of love, 
where the mists before us are gently lifted up by the 
Spirit’s breath, if we would silence our questions con- 
eeming these early departures. We shall not speak of 
ihem then as untimely events. Indeed the true view 
prompts us to say, alike respecting an early removal 
and a prolonged life, “ It is well.” We shall not say it 
is blessed to die young; but we shall believe it is well 
with those who are early taken.* For why are they 
removed, if it be not best for their individual souls ? 
£ome ministry in the unseen world may be more appro¬ 
priate for them. Therefore they are transferred to 
more genial spheres, as the weak in body are carried to 
the more healthful influences of balmy climes. But we 
shall also believe that this is the fitting sphere for those 
who stay. It is good for them, heaven’s especial bene-. 



124 


THE DEATH OF THE TOUEO. 


diction, to continue here. No heavenlj ministri^ 
nothing which imagination oonoeives of the unseen 
world can be so well for tAem, or thej would not he 
permitted to remain. Life, toilsome, tearfiil, agonized 
though it sometimes be, life is better for them than 
death. For somehow, from its hardship and its toil, 
its agonies and tears, if these are appointed, a blessing 
is designed to be unfolded, which the glories of the 
unseen world could not now bestow. The genuine 
spirit of trust is never content with a general acknowl* 
edgment of the wisdom of the Father’s Providence. 
It feels that each particular event must be wisest too. 
It does not merely say, " An infinite mercy reigns; ” 
but, because God’s mercy is infinite, it feels that not a 
sparrow falls without its notice. Nay, it concentrates 
all these bright thoughts into a burning and shining 
light to cheer the present night of grief and tears. 

I know that one difiiculty occasionally arises when 
we attempt to lift our thoughts upward to the dcxstrine 
of a sublime Christian trust. It is so far above the 
common life of men, it so greatly transcends the absorb¬ 
ing sorrow of the first experience of grief, that it seems 
to be wanting in sympathy with the trials of the human 
heart It is not thus with a truly Cfhri$tian thought 
We read that Jesus wept when he was about to redeem 
Lazarus from the power of the grave. It is the special 
peculiarity of his life, that he meets humanity at each 
stage of its weakness, even while he manifests the 
serenity of God. Yet while we rejoice in all these 
beautiful expressions of his sympathy, why should we 
not also lift our thoughts to that spirit which can dry 
every tear ? We know that the soul faints when lives 
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80 brig^ in the benntj of their jooth, Tini^ firom our 
aight. We are not speaking without experience. Wo 
know how we are scmietimes prompted to exclaim in 
the ai^;iiish of loneliness, 

"Answer me, burning stus of ni^it, 

'Where is Oie 8|iirit gone? ** 


Moments occasional! j come when we would summon 
an mysterious thiugs to answer us. But the voice of 
the spirit of Jesus always makes one reply — 

" Be thou stQl; 

Enough to know is given: 

Clonds, winds, and stars (heir part fblfil, 

Thine is to trust in Heaven!** 

And why should we not thus trust in the hushed 
silence of human grie& ? What blessed invitations to 
that trust are spread out before our eyes I What invi¬ 
tations are coming in gracious words to the soul! How 
calmly natu e looks upon the scene when men are pass- 
mg from the earth! Who hath not seen the moon 
Wri in brightness when the young and beautiful 
were departing, and the tide of joyous life was fast ebb¬ 
ing into the sea of Eternity? Or who hath not seen 
the sun in its rising beauty, or noontide glory, as the 
last sand of earthly existence fell ? And who that wit¬ 
nessed it, hath not felt, for the moment, an added pang, 
fr< the contrast between the brightness of the world 
without, and the gloom of the world within ? Yet why 
should not the sun shine brightly still, and nature put 
cm her garments of beauty ? A deeper reflection tells 
us that no law is violated, that no blessed design of 
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Providence is hindered when the youthful die ? Why 
should not the unclouded light of heaven fell upon the 
tomb in which the early dead are resting ? It is a 
ting expression of the true lesson of the Frovidence 
which we are witnessing. Nature smiles upon the 
grave, as upon the unbroken circles of human affection. 
No star is lost from the sky. No ray of light fails. 
The song of birds doth not cease. All the works of 
God are the same. Every thing blooms as before^ 
Whatever is passive to the will of God remains un« 
changed. In man’s soul alone there is darkness. Are 
not these sweet expressions of the lesson of an equal 
trust inscribed upon heaven and earth in letters of light 
and love ? Do they not seem to say, God designs to 
besiege the soul by this all-encompassing host of minis¬ 
tering spirits, until it surrenders every thought of 
gloom ? 

The voice of Jesus interprets and confirms these, 
bright lessons of nature. That divine sufferer, whose, 
experience pierced the depths of human trial, so that. 

he knew what was in man,” comes with his words of 
sympathy to mingle with our griefs as no voice of 
nature mingles with them. Amd yet he causes light to 
rise upon the soul more glorious than the sun m, 
heaven; a light to which there can be no more night. 
Here is the ministry that meets our weakness,^^ and. 
deifies us too; that stoops to us, in whatever depth of 
sadness or unworthiness we may be, and woos us to 
repose in the Father’s bosom; that lifts its voice abova 
the troubled scenes of human life^ to say,. Come unta 
me, ye heavy laden, and I will give you resU” It comeS: 
to weep with those who weep, yet to hush every expceft- 
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sion of unmingled sadness, and to tell us to sing only 
the song of victorious trust over the graves of the early 
departed. 

The lesson is ever the same, and ever de^. The 
only, but alas, the great difficulty is, to make the bright 
thoughts that transiently gleam upon us in moments of 
trustful meditation, profound sentiments, that will abide 
undisturbed in the deep places of the heart. The diffi¬ 
culty is to make these occasional recognitions of brighter 
truths a perpetual sunlight. And the greatness of that 
attainment often tempts us to despondency. Christian¬ 
ity has proclaimed its bright revelations through long 
centuries, and yet the deep gloom which once rested 
upon the grave before Jesus rolled the stone from the door 
of the sepulchre, seems still to settle, deep and heavily, 
upon the Christian world. We are not yet sufficiently 
advanced to see the law of death itself, in its general 
application, in the light of a Christian faith. Much lesa 
are we able to explain the special trial which its opera¬ 
tion brings. It is not these shadowy convictions which 
we often dignify by the name of faith, that can help us. 
They cannot dry our tears. They cannot speak with a 
voice of power to calm the troubled waves of the heart. 
The lesson we say is always the same; and the exhor¬ 
tation is always the same. Trust not in these shadowy 
convictions. Live in the thought of God’s love until 
that faith come which is ^ an anchor to the soul, sure 
and steadfast” 


liABCH 6,1842. 
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I HATH FDflSHED THE WOBK WHICH THOU OAVBST ME TO Da 
John xviL 4. 

We must make one qualification of this dedaration 
in order to gain the exact idea which Jesus intended to 
convey. The Father’s redeeming purposes were not 
then fulfilled. The work given Jesus to do was not 
accomplished. Gethsemane, with its agony, then dose 
at hand, the cross, upon which Jesus said again, " It is 
finished” — these were the beginning, not the end, of 
the great ministry of mercy. The life and death of the 
Son of God only laid the corner-stone of the great 
temple of truth and holiness which is one day to be 
built up on enduring foundations. The prophetic song 
of the angels was not then fulfilled in a regenerated 
earth, the abode of good will and peace. We see only 
the signs of its fulfilment even at this distant day. The 
spiritual kingdom was not established, nor was the spir¬ 
itual £ing acknowledged then. For instead of b^g 
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hailed as the Messiah, and anointed by the gratitude 
and love of a redeemed world, Jesus was clothed in 
purple in mockery, and crowned with thorns in scorn. 

It was not because Jesus saw the fulfilment of 
his ministry, that he said that the work given him to do 
was finished. The Gospel, that new-born child of 
heaven, was in its infancy when Jesus ascended. It 
could only be cradled as in a manger then, because 
there was no room for it in the heart of the world. It 
was in prophecy, and not in actual fact, that the work 
could be said to be accomplished. The great work itself 
was not completed, nor was the direct agency of Jesus 
ended, when he uttered the words of the text. The 
Scriptures say, that " He ever liveth to make intercession 
for us;” and that grand declaration expresses the con¬ 
viction of every disciple’s heart. For a love like that 
of Jesus could not change its nature when he entered 
into the invisible world. It became more intense as he 
ascended into heaven to sit on the right hand of the 
Father. Jesus did not breathe his last prayer for the 
ginning when he implored forgiveness for the crucifiers^ 
His intercedings did nol cease when his voice of love 
was no more heard on earth. His ministry was not 
closed when he vanished from the disciples’ sight. As 
he himself said, he went away only to enter upon a 
mightier work; to send the all-sustaining, all-illuminat* 
ing Comforter into their souls. His personal ministry 
was not ended then. I hear his promise of love: Lo I 
I am with you alway, unto the end of the world.” And 
I joyfully receive it as a promise, not only to the first 
Apostles, but to all who, in the same fidelity, seek 
to declare his Gospel to the world. I cannot recdve 
9 
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the statement as an asseitioii of the abstract infliienoe 
of his troth. I echo that promise, not saying merely, 
It — the truth ever liveth; but, Hz, Jesus himself, 
“ ever liveth to make intercesskm for us.” 

The work itself was not accomplished, the direct 
agency of Jesus was not ended, when he said, “ I have 
finished the work which thou gavest me to do.” The 
text is not to be thus interpreted. Jesus only referred 
to that measure of work which was assigned to him 
tnpon the earth. It was the duty of the passing hour 
of which he spoke, when he said, "It is finished.” 
The great temple of spiritual troth was not built op in 
the world. But the comer stone was laid, upon which 
the Apostles and Martyrs and the holy everywhere 
might build. Men were not yet drawn to the true 
Messiah. But the Son of Man was lifted up on Cal¬ 
vary, to reveal at the same moment the unutterable 
compassion of the Father, and the divinity of a life 
made one with God; to make the mount of sacrifice, 
the mount of redemption to a sinning world. That 
brightest chapter in the book of God’s grace, the key to 
all beside, was written out so clearly, that whosoever 
would, might read its teachings of love. The earthly 
ministry was finished. And when man can understand 
the consecration which Gethsemane symbolizes, and the 
Cross reveals, when he can fathom the spirit of self¬ 
crucifixion which extended to the inmost wishes of the 
heart, until there was but one will, the will of the 
Father, within the soul — then he will perceive the 
depth of meaning in the words, " I have finished the 
work which thou gavest me to do.” 

Jesus referred to the perfect fulfilment of the duty of 
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the hour in the declaration which we have selected as 
the text. It can have no other meaning when applied 
to him who is the ever living Intercessor. And here 
we see how it may be applied to the disciple as well as 
to the Master. The fulfilment of the duty of the hour 
is the only way in which the work assigned to ever- 
advuncing, undying, spirits can be accomplished. And 
if the stream of life which fiows from Calvary could fill 
us with the same living devotion, it would enable us 
also to say, " Our work is finished.” The work of a 
true heart is always finished, and yet it is always begin¬ 
ning. It is not ended even when certain results seem 
to be gained. Man may plant great truths in the heart 
of the world, whose results will be glorious in future 
time. But that is the beginning, not the end, of his 
ministry. His work is not ended when a certain period 
of years has passed, though they may have been 
devoted to the truth in singleness of purpose. For the 
next moment of life is a trumpet-call to new contests 
against evil, or to new ministries of truth and love. 
What are all added moments on earth, or in heaven, to 
be, but new unfoldings of the life and love of God ? 
The work may be always finished, and always begin¬ 
ning. We can only apply the text to that part of life 
which has already passed, even when man has been truly 
faithful. And man might so live, that, at every period of 
his existence, from the absolute infancy of the spiritual 
life to the highest degree of progress now conceived, or 
yet conceivable,he could repeat the joyous declaration, “I 
have finished the work which thou hast given me to do.” 

This entire devotion to the duty of the passing hour 
is the only fulfilment of the work assigned to man. 1 
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cherish this thought for many reasons. In the first 
place, it is a partial solution of the mystery which per¬ 
plexes us whenever youthful and earnest souls have 
passed, or are passing away. We often forget it, when 
such events break the circles of our friendship or love. 
We not only mourn the loss of such dear companion¬ 
ships. We mourn over what we term an unfinished 
work — an untimely end. We image those thus depart¬ 
ing by broken columns; by flowers blighted in their early 
budding. We are ready to imagine that the purposes 
of heaven have been disappointed. We fear that the 
column thus broken will never be completed, because 
we are not permitted to see its beauty; that these 
flowers, so suddenly blighted, will never produce their 
natural and perfect ftuit. We forget that it is because 
they are better fitted for the air of heaven than for the 
storms of earth, and are withdrawn from sight that they 
may ripen there. A work unfinished! An untimely 
end to the ministries of life I Not thus are we to regard 
these facts in a Father’s Providence. Would that the 
conviction might be ever present with us, that, not in 
length of years, but in the fulfilment of the duty of 
the passing hour, is the accomplishment of the work 
given us to do. The child comes to our arms, looks up 
lovingly into our eyes, and flies away. He lays his 
hand upon our heart, opening a new world of feelings 
by his touch, and then departs to be seen no more. Yet 
his work is not unfinished, because his life is so quickly 
closed. The message has been left with the heart, that 
light from heaven remains, although the angel-messen¬ 
ger is no more at our side. It may remain, we should 
rather say* Jt is not the brevity of the ministry, but 
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our own indifference that causes it to be forgotten. 
Even the work of the infant is finished. It came to 
reveal a vision of truth and love and straight returned 
to heaven. But, let the men of years, the neglecters of 
the work assigned to them by the plain intimations of 
Providence, who often wonder at these untimely depart¬ 
ures, — let them say whether length of years fulfils the 
work which the Father ordained when he created a liv¬ 
ing soul. Let those answer who are convicted, by the 
judgment of conscience, of burying their talent in the 
earth; who, instead of gaining a living sympathy with 
the love of Jesus, are indifferent to the wail of human 
woe, or the perdition of human sin. How many feel 
that what we call an untimely death would have been 
infinitely better than this lengthening out of life, with 
this remorse of conscience for wasted years! There 
are untimely deaths all around us. It is the unfaith¬ 
fulness of the soul, and not the period in which they 
occur, that makes them so. And the departure of those 
who have lived many years is sometimes a thousand 
fold more untimely than that of the young can possibly 
be. Every period in which the unfaithful die must be 
untimely. Who has not learned by his experience, 
that few departures from the world can be regarded 
like those of the young ? How often, in all other cases, 
there is the remembrance of duties unperformed, which 
the mantle of charity cannot altogether conceal! These 
are the broken columns which seem to stand up as 
images of woe. The sting of death, in personal experi¬ 
ence, or in the records of human memory, “ the zting of 
death is sin.” I throw aside all consideration of the 
length of years when I ask whether the work 
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has been finished. There is no sting in death when 
the self-sacrificing and devoted depart, though they 
go away in the promise of youthful days. It is the 
fidelity which filled the hour with kindly feelings and 
beneficent deeds, that determines our age in the sight of 
heaven. The work of the hour accomplished! The 
question at the judgment of Jesus is, “ Hast thou \)een 
faithful in a few things, in thy appointed day?” And 
the answer to that heralds the glad approval, “ Enter 
into the joy of thy Lord.” 

Here are sure and abundant consolations respecting 
what we often so recklessly call untimely deaths. But 
the text suggests still another thought when we pursue 
its application to every earnest and faithful soul. Its 
work is finished whenever it goes. And yet its work is 
not ended, when it vanishes from our eyes. Possibly 
its true life may have just begun, in the unfolding of its 
energies amid the influences of the heavenly world, 
when we say, in common speech, that it has closed. 
The declaration of Jesus, that his departure from the 
world would be the beginning of a mightier agency, 
conveys a bright and beautiful hint concerning the 
future life of every earnest soul. It suggests the idea 
of the ministries of love which may still be exercised 
by those once closely connected with us in the present 
world. Possibly those ministries may begin, in the 
noblest sense, when the earthly ministry is ended. Is 
it not in harmony with the spirit of a universe in which 
the winds are God’s angels, to suppose that the departed, 
when they enter upon a truer vision and an intenser 
life, may whisper still to the souls to whom they once 
loved to speak? May they not bring the messages 
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of the Comforter to those who are prepared to hear ? 
And the whisper of a spirit thus exalted may be a 
nobler ministry than the most earnest words from loving 
lips. The loving and the true, taken from the contests 
against sin upon the earth, may only be standing more 
nearly to the throne, sending down to those remaining 
in the midst of the strife, a divine wisdom for their 
guide, and a godlike energy for their inspiration. May 
they not all cast their mantles upon us when they 
ascend, so that the departure of the faithful may invest 
those who remain with new robes of power ? 

A devotion to the duty of the passing hour is the 
only fulfilment of the work given man to do. This 
thought suggests also the great doctrine of life. It 
enforces its most impressive admonition, and intimates 
its greatest hope. It discloses the deep meaning of that 
urgent entreaty, “ Now is the accepted time,” — and of 
all similar calls to present fidelity. It is not well to 
interpret such passages merely as invitations to improve 
present calls of love, lest none others should be made. 
In such an interpretation the most important thought is 
forgotten. Every present hour brings its own duty, 
and now only can it be done. There can be no other 
accepted time for that particular service. For the 
next moment brings its duty also, which demands the 
full measure of human power. No space remains for 
compensation for the period which is lost. The great 
doctrine of life’s responsibility is here unfolded in all its 
impressiveness, to enforce the word " now ” with awful 
solemnity. We see what a great thing it is to fulfil the 
work given us to do. And we perceive the force of the 
teaching in the consciousness, more or less distinct in 
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all our hearts, that we are clothed with no worthy pro¬ 
portion of the life and power which might have been 
ours. I am overcome by temptations now, in conse¬ 
quence of past unfaithfulness, which I might long ago 
have vanquished. I speak in weakness, when, per¬ 
haps, I might have pleaded for truth with a victorious 
power. I am stiU a child, when 1 should have been a 
man. I am stumbling at the beginning of the way, 
when I might have been treading the height of virtue 
with firm and steady feet. Let men, bowed down as 
they must be, in moments of reflection, by thoughts like 
these — so redeem all future hours in remembrance of 
this dread admonition, that there may be no added bit¬ 
terness to these reproaching memories. 

The solemnity and the hope of life, are alike disclosed 
by the teaching of the text. The responsibility of exist¬ 
ence almost overwhelms us, as it is declared in the 
words of Jesus. But it is distributed into the minuter 
duties which the passing hours may bring, and weak 
humanity may be strengthened to meet it all. We are 
not to be discouraged by the great duties of future days. 
We are to meet the comparatively little demand of the 
present moment. And, as one who is travelling in the 
thickest mist, always flnds that the next step to be 
taken is clearly seen, so it will be in the leadings of 
God’s Providence. What though fearful sacrifices may 
hereafter be demanded ? / We shall be gradually led up 
the mount of sacrifice, and the final step will be as easy 
as the first. Here is the hope of life; the hope of ful¬ 
filling the trust which, otherwise, would appal us by 
its greatness. Each successive duty may be met. The 
dread responsibility may be truly borne. The tide of 
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life may roll on, swollen by the contributions of every 
successive hour. And, triumphantly, yet in humble 
remembrance of the strength whereby he lives, man 
may ever say, “ I have finished my course; I have kept 
the failh; I have finished the work given me to do.” 

And why may we not receive the declaration of the 
text in its simple, yet grand application to every child 
of our race ? The full devotion of heart to the duty of 
the hour is the only accomplishment of our work. 
Every other interpretation must involve an absurdity. 
God’s work is never finished. All the labors of the 
long line of faithful servants from eldest time are only 
steps in his great plan of mercy. His glorious design 
of love “ was, and is, and is to come.” What appears 
most majestic in human attainment may have only the 
same relation to the blessed whole, as the lily of the 
field to this boundless universe. What works of man 
can be named in such a comparison? The labor of 
long generations only inscribes one word in the book of 
God’s love which is to be unfolded to the ages as they 
pass. The ministry of Jesus, all-glorious though it • 
were, the hope of earth, the joy of heaven, even that is 
but a page in this great volume of mercy. And what 
new revelations of love shall beam from these great 
manifestations of the Father in the long periods of 
eternal progress! God’s work is never finished, v Andj 
therefore, man’s work can never end. It is not finished 
by the fiight of years, even when life continues through 
the longest day of earthly existence. Yet the duty of 
the hour can be met. The work of our infancy may be 
accomplished b^ faithful endeavors, although, in its 
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Utmost perfection, it most be onlj a prelade to tbe 
nobler labor of manhood. 

Devotion to the duty of the hour is the Ailfilment of 
our work. If I were truly wise, I should question 
nothing respecting the apparent limitations of our exist¬ 
ence. ‘•'Are there not twelve hours in the day?”— 
said Jesus, when the disciples endeavored to deter him^ 
from returning to Judea, — “Are there not twelve 
hours in the day ? Work while the day lasts.” Every 
man has an earthly immortality until his work is done. 
The twelve hours of his appointed day shall come. 
Let him work while the day lasts. No opposition could 
bring Jesus to the Cross until the seeds of truth had 
been planted in the world. And nothing can harm the 
£iithful servant until his work is done. Let him work 
while the day lasts. We know that what we are able to 
accomplish is as nothing. We can only speak of our 
endeavors in humility, in comparison with the work of 
Jesus. In this wide ocean of sorrow and sin, God is 
building up an abode of truth, a dwelling-place of love, 
^ which shall rise at last above the waves. And man’s 
most efficient action is like the work of the single insect, 
deep in the sea, which adds one grain to the rock 
whereon fertile isles shall eventually rest. Yet let 
him come with that contribution towards the fulfilment 
of God’s purposes of love. “Work while the day 
lasts; ” and, although the labor be humble, and the 
time be short, yet the spirit which faithfully*toils will 
gain a full and free sympathy with the heart of Jesus 
himself. Humanity can know no higher hope, and can 
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The things which are seen are temporal ; but the things 

WHICH ARE NOT SEEN, ETERNAL. — 2 Corinthians iv. 18. 

‘‘ The things which are seen are temporal.” There 
are moments of deep experience in the history of most 
men when this truth is felt as an overwhelming convic¬ 
tion, although it is disregarded, or forgotten, in ordinary 
life. In the days of sudden calamity, it rushes into the 
heart with a power that needs no words of man to give 
it impressiveness. Even the vivid comparisons of Scrip¬ 
ture, which illustrate the transitoriness of the things that 
are seen by the morning cloud,” and ‘‘ the early dew,” 
present imperfect images of our actual feeling. The 
strong man, before the company of friends, who hasten 
to his side with winged feet, can gather round him, 
bows his head and sinks away. The child, fair as the 
morning flower, bright as mom itself in the radiance of 
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infant life, droops before the ni^tfalL It may seem 
like an age of experience; yet it is only a moment of 
time, and the voice that was fiill of glee is forever 
hushed. Death sometimes comes into the circles of love 


like the lightning’s bolt out of the cloudless sky. How 
the peculiar illustrations of this truth, which, like the 
miracle, compel attention, but are still recognized as 
only peculiar illustrations of a universal law — how 
they sometimes bring shuddering convictions of danger 
into the heart They sdid the mother, with noiseless 
step, to listen to the breathing of the sleeping child, 
lest disease may steal upon it unperceived. They 
impel the friend to look inquiringly into the face of 
friends, to see whether the flush upon the cheek is the 
hue of disease, or the bright promise of health. They 
cause the strong man to tremble while he steps, lest the 
ground fail beneath his feet. They make men feel that 
the silent air is filled with the arrows of disease; 
unperceived in their flight, until they are fixed in their 
own breast, or in the breast of friend or child. Some* 
times Providence preaches the truth of the text until 
man believes, and trembles. And the deepest impres¬ 
sion in such moments of conviction, though it made men 
dread to sleep lest they should wake no more, no such 
impression could exaggerate the truth that “ the things 
which are seen are temporal.” We hail the coming of 
these welcome gifts, these opening lives, as if they 
should remain. They rise, bright as the morning when 
it beams over land and sea. But every morning fore¬ 
tells another night. Every birth, in one point of view, 
is the prophecy of another death. We look in one 
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and hastening onward with bounding, joyous feet. We 
turn and follow them, and they are all marching in one 
unbroken procession to the grave. For ‘‘the things 
which are $een^ are temporal.’* 

And now we ask, what is the inference from this 
&ct? If the things which are seen are so fleeting, 
then a multitude of voices exclaim, he is happy who has 
‘learned not to look at “the things which are seen.” 
When those die to whom they were not bound by the 
strongest ties, many rejoice that they had not loved 
them better while they lived. Love not your child so 
well, say some, for every drop in the cup of present 
affection may be changed into a fountain of bitterness 
to swell the flood of sorrow. Chasten these strong cur¬ 
rents of affection which seem to sweep the whole energy 
of feeling towards one cherished object. It is better to 
be partially weaned now, though it be through a sharp 
self-denial, than to incur the peril of a crucifixion. And 
thus an exhortation is often heard not to enter so 
earnestly into the scenes of the world, because they 
may all be speedily changed; not to love so deeply, 
lest the depth of present love become an occasion of 
future and abiding anguish. 

The true inference from the fact which we are con¬ 
sidering is just the reverse. The true exhortation is of 
a precisely opposite character. The transitoriness of 
the things that are seen is the precise reason why we 
should not turn from them, but live in them with a deep 
devotion. When we live intensely in the things that 
are seen, we gain clear perceptions of the things that 
are not seen and eternal. Thus do we gain the highest 
joy from them while they remain; and, though it seem 
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mysterious, yet it is strictly true, thus do we obtain the 
best preparation for their departure. 

Are the things that are seen so fleeting ? Therefore 
live in them with deeper devotion. Is there reason to 
think that the angel may quickly depart? May the 
child speedily take his flight? Then I can lose no 
hour of his stay. Then 1 can waste no moment in 
which 1 can consider and learn his message. He came 
directly from the Father to nestle awhile in my arms in 
infant weakness. He had a heavenly mission. His 
look alone could stir the deep things of the soul, and 
minister to its noblest life. And whatever we feel to 
be a ministering spirit to the soul, he it reverently said, 
should, be regarded with the rapt attention to be given 
to an actual Redeemer. Were such a visitant in our 
midst, we could not consent to lose one word from his 
lips. We could not willingly permit one act to pass 
unobserved. We could not spare a single look. We 
should long to know every part of his message, before 
he ascended from our view. Ought it not to be so with 
every angel that comes to bless us ? I would know his 
every expression, his slightest teaching. Does the 
thought that he may speedily depart, mj^e me imagine 
that he is already moving his wings to soar away ? I 
should only turn with an earnestness deep as a prayer, 
to live in a life that is so fleeting while it may continue. 
I must not grieve the Spirit which is speaking now by 
conjectures concerning the nature of its ministries in 
future years. Give me this day my daily bread. Let 
me drink the cup of joy which is offered now. Let me 
listen to the teaching of the hour with a devotion so 
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absorbing that its transitoriness is partially forgotten in 
the earnest love of the heart. 

But we pass from this consideration to dwell upon 
the other thought, which is apparently so false, yet so 
strictly true, that the deepest life in the things that are 
seen is the best preparation for their departure. We 
say this thought apparently so false ; because it contra¬ 
dicts the usual modes of speech. And yet there is one 
sense in which it is instantly seen to be true. The most 
devoted love for Jesus, for example, though it might 
seem only to leave the disciples deeper mourners, was 
their living baptism with his spirit. The inward power 
which triumphed in Jesus came to th^m as the Com¬ 
forter, with all its revelations of truth and peace. Thus 
did his “joy remain in them, and their joy was full.” 
If there be a paternal Providence, thus it must be with 
every thing which ministers in the heart of man. K 
not one sparrow falls without the Father, not one bless¬ 
ing can pass away until its use may have prepared us 
for its departure. All the ministering spirits of God, 
like the prophet of old, may leave their mantles behind 
them when they ascend. When we fully receive 
their message, the Comforter always enters the soul. 
Although it may appear to be a mystery, is it not an 
evident truth that a devotion to the teacher which 
makes the heart one with his, a devotion which receives 
the fulness of his message, is the best preparation for 
his loss ? Thus his spirit remains, though his presence 
is withdrawn; and he is with us still, although we see 
his face no more. 

But it is not altogether mystery. How sweetly has 
it been confirmed in the deep experience of a thousand 
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hearts! How surely, for instance, are all hours of 
truest affection remembered as sources of purest ocmso- 
lation, when the loved have departed I The seasons of 
select joy, whose expectation lighted up the day of 
weary toil, whose loss might appear a cause of mourn¬ 
ing beyond alleviation, these, /Aese, in remembrance, 
send forth perennial springs of peace. Is not this 
verified in living experience? At first, the idea of 
their absence will bring the deepest night. But soon 
the smile of a child rises in memory as a cheering star, 
and every hour of joy, every expression of gladness, 
every moment of its innocent mirth is another, and yet 
another star to bless us. If there be many such 
remembrances the whole firmament of thought is filled 
with their serene and soothing beams. At fiirst they 
may only bring thoughts of sadness, until the garden of 
former delight becomes, as with Jesus, the place of 
peculiar agony. We say, with him, “If it be possible, 
let this cup pass from me.” But gradually they 
become loved and happy memories; blessed angels* 
And as they crowd upon the mind, they bring comfort¬ 
ing, strengthening thoughts which cannot die, but abide 
within the soul as their everlasting home. Then the. 
secret treasures of true feeling are revealed. Even the 
little incidents of life which seemed to make only a 
momentary impression, and which had long been for¬ 
gotten in the new sources of pleasure that were opened 
in each succeeding hour, even these then revive with 
mighty influence. The seed that was “ sown in weak¬ 
ness ” is then “ raised in power.” The simplest act of 
love, performed with true feeling, that little seed then 
becomes a tree, under whose branches the heart may 
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rest. Providence thus gathers up the things that were 
unremembered until the hour of loss, the forgotten 
fragments of previous joys, and converts them into a 
feast in the wilderness into which it leads us. 

And, observe that it is only the hours of most 
devoted love, the seasons in which the feeling of the 
heart was most intense, that are thus remembered. It 
is only what are sometimes thought to be the great 
causes of mourning that can appear to us as comforters. 
The times when the heart was divided, when we failed 
to yield ourselves to the enjoyment of God’s darling 
gifts, brought little happiness while those gifts remained; 
and they leave no peace behind them when the gifts 
are taken. The preparation for these angel-remem¬ 
brances is the absorbing devotion of the heart. And 
their power and brightness will be in exact proportion 
to the depth of that devotion. Is it not true that the 
deepest life in the things that arc seen is the best pre¬ 
paration for their departure ? Let the experience of 
living hearts answer. 

And the heart answers yet again, when we penetrate 
more deeply into its experience. The same truth is 
confirmed by still another course of reflections. What 
after all produces the chief anguish of sorrow ? What 
creates the sting of grief?. It is not the thought that 
we are bereft; of what constituted the chief beauty of 
existence; that the voice of gladness which sounded 
like the music of heaven in our earthly homes, is for¬ 
ever hushed. It is not the loneliness of life only, though 
it sometimes appears as if we were indeed alone on this 
side of the grave. It is not the trial of a spirit whose 
devotion would have made it gladly go down to the 
10 
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tomb with all its imperfections thick upon it, if that 
could have availed to save its beloved object. It is not 
these things. It is the memory of hours when the 
departed gift was neglected; when an act of impatience, 
or injustice, caused a shade of sorrow to come over the 
countenance that can now be seen no more. This is 
the agony of human grief. These things make con¬ 
science come forth in judgment when we stand by the 
grave, and add the torture of remorse to the anguish of 
sorrow. We never regret the depth of our love. 
We only regret the absence of a deeper devotion to the 
ministering spirits who were once by our side. We 
jregret the grieved look which we imagine them to cast 
upon us for our neglects. Like the look of Jesus upon 
Peter, these remembrances send us away to weep bit¬ 
terly. There is no other worm which does not die. 
This alone causes the places of associations with the 
departed to be places of agony. But when the heart 
has been true, such spots are hallowed to the soul; 
filled with ministries of peace. Every place once 
blessed by living joy becomes forever sacred. A better 
light beams upon it than visits other scenes. It be¬ 
comes a shrine to which we love to journey. Truly we 
are wonderfully made, when the devotion of feeling 
which makes bereavement most severe, and th^ associa¬ 
tions that revive the remeinbrance of trial, furnish the 
elements of the most abiding consolation. 

And there is yet another confirmation of the same 
general thought. The assured hope of those everlast¬ 
ing reunions for which affection always sighs, can only 
exist in hearts, which have been truly devoted in the 
now sundered relationships of time. What unions 
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will endure, interrupted, indeed, for a season, but never 
severed? What affections will remain uncliilled by 
tbe grave, indestructible by the change of death ? Not 
those which only moved the surface of the heart, but 
never penetrated its profoundest depths. Not those 
which separation in this world would destroy. We 
have no right to hope that aught but a friendship that 
is pure and deep, a union of the heart in the profound¬ 
est sympathies of being, can survive the decays of time, 
— or pass into that spiritual world in which nothing 
except what is spiritual and immortal can live. We 
have no right to hope that the last great change will 
leave unimpaired what present changes have power to 
kill. We cannot hope for reunions in another world 
when there has been no living union here. Death 
will doubtless sound an eternal knell to all superficial 
friendships. But a bond like that which united the 
beloved discipte to his Lord cannot be severed. The 
relationships of disinterested feeling and holy sym¬ 
pathy, whatever draws power and depth from the fath¬ 
omless affections of the human heart, whatever liveth, 
shall never die. If angelic ministries be permitted to 
the beloved departed, if they may bring blessed infiu- 
ences to the loved who remain, must they not fiow 
through the channels of deepest affection alone ? 
These bonds of the heart may constitute the electric 
communication between earth and heaven whereby 
light and joy may be transmitted to saddened hearts. 
This conjecture may seem, and may be, too bold. Still, 
we know that there can be no reunions in another 
world except when the earthly relationships have 
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woven sympathies that ajre as deep as the heart, and 
enduring as its love. 

Live in the things that are seen with profound devo¬ 
tion, and you gain the best preparation for their depart¬ 
ure. There may be one perversion of this doctrine; 
and yet the mistake is too glaring really to mislead us* 
There may be an unwise devotion to the relationships 
of present life, but it cannot be too deep. The differ¬ 
ence between the true child of heaven and the mere 
child of earth docs not consist in this; that one concen¬ 
trates his thoughts U 2 )on the things that are seen, while 
the other neglects them. To a merely superficial view, 
each might seem alike absorbed in the duties and ties 
of present life. But one lives in those everlasting 
affections which the changes and incidents of life may 
quicken, while the other lives in selfish aims. If we 
desire to have these immortal affections bum as endur¬ 
ing fires, we must intently listen to each messenger of 
God as it hurries by. We arc told that the experience 
of change should teach the vanity of all outward things. 
In one sense that is true. In another, the lesson is pre¬ 
cisely the reverse. Changes come to teach us what 
immortal ends these fleeting events, and transient rela¬ 
tionships, may serve. Then we see w'hat everlasting 
affections they may call into being. In one sense 
life never appears so valuable as by the grave of 
the fondest earthly hopes. Then we see that the 
angels of Providence that appeai^ed only to vanish 
may have brought immortal messages. Then we see 
what eternal lessons may be gained through a true 
life in the things of time. Then we see that the 



ENDURING LIFE. 


149 


most intense devotion to the teaching of the hour, the 
most fervent affection in its rapidly passing relation¬ 
ships, are the keys to unlock immortal, undecaying 
treasures. Do not say that these quickly passing forms 
are only as hubbies which appear for a moment upon 
the sea, to be broken by the next ripple upon the sur¬ 
face. Even the transient bubble exhibits these great 
laws of nature which span the Universe in their em¬ 
brace. So, in these quickly vanishing bonds of earthly 
life, may be found the elements of that life which will 
endure throughout Eternity. Transient scenes may 
develop the life of the eternal heart. They are not 
clothed in gloom by these changing ministries, but they 
are transfigured forever. 

We speak of the transitoriness of present relation¬ 
ships only to enforce the exhortation to live in them 
with greater devotion. When shall we recognize the 
sublime harmony between the present and the future 
under the Father’s Providence? When shall we learn 
that the profoundest life in the world that now is must 
be the best preparation for the world that is to come ? 
When shall we learn that he who would inherit the full 
joy of pure affections in immortal scenes, must drink 
most deeply of the cup of joy which all present unions 
of the heart may offer to his lips. He who is prepai*ed 
to gain the future world has this world also in blest pos¬ 
session. The admonition from each opening grave is 
the same. The most thrilling lessons of uncertainty 
have the same great meaning. They do not say, “ Love 
the less ” — but “ Love the more.” If the things that 
are seen are so fleeting, gather all the treasures of 
instruction in these quickly flying hours with profound 
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earnestness. Thus will they bring the utmost joy 
while they remain. And the depth of your devotion 
will unfold a sustaining strength when they have van¬ 
ished. Live in the things that are seen with a love as 
deep as if they were eternal; and, through that very 
love, the eternal things shall come forth from the grave 
of the objects of time with an unfailing power to 
console. 

Sept. 20, 1840. 
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THE MINISTBY OF NATURE TO HUMAN GRIEF. 


Consider the lilies how they grow, if god so clothk 

THE GRASS WHICH IS TO-D.^Y IN THE FIELD, AND TO-MORROW 

IS CAST INTO THE OVEN, HOW MUCH MORE WILL HE CLOTHE 

TOD ? — Luke xii. 27, 28. 

The text illustrates the manner in which Jesus 
addresses human anxieties and fears. The disciples 
were just entering upon an untried path, which must 
lead them amidst perpetual difficulties and dangers. 
Yet Jesus does not directly attempt to remove a single 
apprehension or anxiety. He conceals none of their 
future perils. He simply raises their thoughts to God’s 
manifested and boundless love. He speaks of the omni¬ 
present care that guides the stars, and upholds the 
minutest thing. He pronounces the word Father as 
the expression and the assurance of the unutterable 
grace of God. He declares great truths which must 
include the solution of perplexing questions and present 
sorrows, though their explanation may now be unseen. 
“ Lift up your eyes,” he says, “ and though you are 
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beneath the shadow of an impenetrable cloud, behold 
heaven and earth rejoicing in cloudless light. God 
holds the sparrow in his guardian hand. He clothes 
the lilies with their matchless grace. Do not deem 
yourself an orphan in this universe of mercy, even 
though 5 'ou experience the anguish of a cross. Behold 
how all things float upon a sea of love. If the storm 
overwhelm you, if the friends to whom you cling disap¬ 
pear from your sight, still believe that every thing is 
comprehended in the same ocean of goodness; embo¬ 
somed in the paternal embrace of God.” 

When Jesus would comfort the troubled heart, he 
does not speak directly to its peculiar trial, but leads it 
up to higher views of truth. Observe two or three 
illustrations of this divine method of consolation. 
When the apostles hear of their Master’s approaching 
death, and are almost speechless with wonder and 
grief, Jesus announces the doctrine of his higher and 
spiritual presence. He raises their thoughts to the con¬ 
ception of the Comforter, who would pour new light 
upon his own life, and reveal, with new clearness, the 
truth and love of God; and he endeavoi*s to sustain 
them in their despondency by the boundless hope of 
that higher faith. The sister of Lazarus hastens to 
meet her adored teacher and friend with the natural 
questions of grief. But, although he designs to restore 
the dead to life, he does not directly answer her 
inquiries. He declares, “ Thy brother shall live again,” 
‘‘ I am the Resurrection and the Life.” He reveals the 
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irightness of immortality wdiere the shadows of death 

C thick and dark, and, by the vision of infinite truth, 
wa the mind from the region of grief into the heaven 



TO HUMAN GBIEF. 


153 


of peace. In the same way, in moments of fear, he 
points to the fowls of the air, and the lilies of the field; 
and attempts to hush present anxieties, not by a direct 
argument to show their folly, but by the revelation <5f 
an Infinite Father, and an all-embracing love. 

I revere the wisdom of this divine method of conso¬ 
lation in the ministry of Jesus. How philosophical is 
the process, and how harmonious with the theory of 
human life, and of the universe itself! During the 
whole course of the soul’s education, there is but one 
sufficient remedy for the difficulties which it may 
meet. The child finds a problem which he cannot 
solve. His true help comes in the attainment of a new 
principle, which solves not only the present difficulty, 
but innumerable others. As his whole mind is thus 
expanded, and raised to a higher plane of thought, 
obstacles that once sfcemed gigantic shrink away and 
vanish out of sight. Humanity falters amidst the 
assaults of temptation, or becomes hardened against the 
cry of suffering. Its true deliverance comes when it 
is led to Calvary’s top, to the Mount of God, and is 
quickened by new conceptions of truth, and new 
impulses of compassion. In that divine strength it 
finds power to resist and conquer. If the body droop 
in the sickly air, it must be removed to the atmosphere 
of health. If the soul faint amidst anxieties and griefs 
which it cannot dispel, it must gain a new vision and a 
new conviction of the love of God. Thijf indirect 
ministry, though it may not answer particula^uestions, 
will most effectually meet the wants of man. Let him 
consider the fowls of the air, and the lilies of the field I 
Let him refiect upon the beauty that adorns the world I 
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Let him look upward to the throne amidst such tokens 
of love, until the veiling clouds seem to roll away, and 
the light of the Father’s presence shines down upon 
his path. The night of human anxiety and grief never 
ends until this everlasting morning dawns. 

How truly this indirect ministry of consolation har¬ 
monizes with the great conditions of our existence I 
By the theory of our existence we are “ shut up unto 
faith.” The sphere of human knowledge is vast and 
glorious. Man tracks the courses of the planets, and 
explores the depths of space, with the precision with 
which he explores the earth. The actual attainments 
of Science surpass all prophetic imaginations; and 
yet they are but the preparation for achievements 
far more grand. Still, there is one class of problems 
which Science alone can never solve. When it enters 
the bereaved home and meets A human heart in the 
agony of grief, it can give no explanation of the suffer¬ 
ing. When it stands by the grave in which the hopes 
of life are buried, it can call forth no answer to its 
inquiries from the unbroken silence. Faith alone rolls 
away the stone and unseals the tomb. Faith pierces 
the veil which knowledge cannot raise, and sees the 
light of the invisible world transfiguring the face of 
death, and causing the portals of the sepulchre to 
appear as the gates of glory. 

How divinely this world is adapted to be a home for 
Faith! The love of God is revealed in unutterable 
clearnessiH It floods the world with new manifestations 
of its presence with every morning’s light. Yet the 
particular trials of men are often left in mysterious 
shadow. Have you ever been racked wdth the ques- 
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tions, ‘‘Why is this peculiar trial sent to me ? —“Why 
must the bereaving angel tak;e this cherished spirit from 
my side ? ” — “ Why must my home be shrouded in 
gloom, when other homes are filled with joy ? ”— “ What 
is the explanation of this experience which changes 
the entire aspect of life, and even of the world itself?” 
But not one whisper of explanation is heard in answer 
to such questions. The veiled form of grief remains 
with lips sealed amidst our agonies. The soul, like the 
caged bird, beating its wings against its prison bars, is 
only made more conscious of its bondage by its vain 
attempts. This is a world for faith, and not for exact 
knowledge. We behold the lilies of the field in their 
spotless beauty. We behold the sky arching over us, 
shining with tfie light of innumerable worlds. We 
know that they manifest a love which is more enduring 
than those stars or suns. But they do not speak to 
solve the secret of our grief. We look to Jesus, and 
behold in his works of love, and on his cross, one 
radiant expression of divine benignity. Yet the benig¬ 
nant Redeemer does not answer our inquiries. He 
meets the troubled soul with the general doctrine of the 
Father’s love, and says, “ Consider the lilies of the 
field.” This world is the home for faith. This fact 
.explains this state of mingled light and darkness. An 
infinite wisdom is displayed both in what is unveiled, 
and in what is concealed. Enough is told to establish 
a foundation for faith which is strong and sure, while 
the birds of heaven are fed, or the lilies bloom. Faith 
sees enough to enable it to cast its anchor within the 
veil. Yet enough is hidden to leave it to be tossed by 
every billow upon the sea of life. When the waves 
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deep, and the heart does hot strain upon the anchor of 
its hope, man does not realize this fact in his condition. 
But when tlie storm is high, and the idea of the infinite 
love of God is felt to he his only refuge, then he sees 
how he is indeed “ shut up unto faith,” by the theory of 
his nature, and by the conditions of his existence. 

An independent argument for religious faith might 
easily be built upon this single consideration. Its 
necessity to the life of the soul is proof of its reason¬ 
ableness. The fact that man is thrown back upon it 
for support, with his questions unanswered, when every 
feeling is wakened to an agony of suffering, is enough 
to show that it must have enduring foundations. Unless 
man may trust its revelations, the word consolation is a 
dream. If man cannot trust to faith, God only wounds 
without providing the ministry of healing for earth’s 
sharpest griefs. Then there is no Father in these 
infinite heavens, and the soul is parted from every 
anchor to which it clings. “ Consider the lilies of the 
field,” and behold, in their silent beauty, the answer to 
such questions or fears. Doth God care for the grass ? 
Does he arrange the processes that nurture it into 
freshness, and robe it in beauty? And shall he not 
much more minister to the troubled heart ? Fear not 
in the darkest hour. Receive the teaching of this, 
manifested love, and be at peace. 

I know how difficult it is, in the moments of grief, to 
remember the brighter thoughts to which Jesus directs 
the mind. The cry of present anxiety, or overwhelm¬ 
ing sorrow, so near, forever sounding within the breast 
night and day, seems to ,silence for a season the ten 
thousand proclamations of the Father’s'love. The 
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doud upon the heart veils the face of God. Indeed, in 
the first impulse of anguish, we sometimes shrink from 
brighter, happier thoughts. The sunshine in nature, 
the joy of glad hearts, clash with the sacred grief in 
the soul, like the sound of blasphemy in the places of 
prayer. The chosen ministries of consolation become 
an offence, rather than a solace, and bring a new 
sense of pain. How sharply defined the lines of these 
trying contrasts sometimes are in the experience of life I 
In the silence of night we stand in the chamber where 
disease wears away the thread of life, and makes the 
indications of the coming change more distinct upon the 
countenance every hour, and look out upon the repose 
of nature. The moon rolls on in all her brightness, and 
every plant and leaf is bathed in light and drinks in 
the refreshing dew. Perhaps night never seemed more 
beautiful or calm. Day after day of wasting sickness 
hurrying on the fatal hour, is followed by night after 
night so radiant in loveliness. We stand upon the 
dividing line between a scene that is filled with all the 
elements of sadness, and one that is altogether bright 
beneath the smile of Infinite love. The heart must 
indeed be thoroughly disciplined, if we are never 
racked, for one moment, by the contrast; if we never 
permit the inward grief to dim the outward beauty, 
and retain sufficient calmness to hear the still, small 
yoice of God which bids us trust. Thus the broad 
moon of the Passover looked down upon Jesus when he 
knelt in Gethsemane, in his bitter agony. Its rays 
pierced the shade of the olive trees and gently kissed his 
brow, while he “ s^veat as it w^ere great drops of blood.” 
This smile of nature must have been a sweet assurance 
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of the Father’s love to Jesus, amid his conflict with an 
agony keener than the anguish of the cross. It was 
one of God’s ministering angels, to whisper the promise 
of the legions more that were ready to come and 
strengthen him. Even while he prayed, ‘‘ If this cup 
may not pass from me, not as I will, but as thou wilt,” — 
the loveliness of nature seemed as beautiful as when he 
sat upon the mountain and uttered the words of the 
text. But how can we enter into our own Gothsemane 
and still see God’s love all around us without one veil 
or cloud? God forgive our human frailty! Though 
“ the spirit is willing,” “ the flesh is weak.” 

How many similar contrasts appear between the 
brightness of life and the gloom of the heart! How 
strangely the unchecked jqy of childhood breaks upon 
the ear in scenes filled with the grief of men! The 
laugh of the child, that sound of pure gladness which 
nothing in nature parallels, sometimes echoes and rings 
through the chambers that are silent with the presence 
of death, and the hush of grief. The voice of bright 
youth may startle us as the last sigh of the departing 
dies away. The infant looks down through the cofOin 
lid and smiles upon the dead mother’s silent face. What 
bitter, almost tormenting, contrasts may thus be met in 
life! It is in one sense beautiful to see how God thus 
imparts gladness to his children ; yet who has not felt 
an added pain, and a new conviction of the sad reality^ 
as he beheld this joyous unconsciousness of the child 
in the presence of that great change which is the 
world’s especi^ grief, and which weaves a dark thread 
of sorrow into the very vseb and texture of fliture life? 
Who of us can only see, at such moments, in the joy 
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^ which God causes to flow around human infancy, the 
image of the kingdom of heaven, of that state of pure 
faith and love into which our hearts should enter? 
The brightest symbols of divine love and joy bring a 
lesson which is too high and pure to be at once 
received, when we are overwhelmed with grief. 

Indeed, not only the joy of the child and of happy 
hearts, but life itself, its habitual and even its holiest 
duties, sometimes present painful contrasts to the feel¬ 
ing of sorrowing men. There are sad moments when 
the voice of friendship is almost unwelcome; when the 
noblest duties, which have been our previous joy, seem 
repulsive, and clash with the mood of the spirit; when 
we are tempted to shrink away from kindly communion 
with men, and the grand works of mercy which God has 
conunitted to human agency, and, with a childish weak¬ 
ness, do nothing in God’s world, because severe trial 
has clouded our life. It is a beneficent Providence 
‘ which ordains that life’s duties shall still claim our ser¬ 
vice even beneath the pressure of sorrow. It thus 
leads us away from a selfish absorption in our indi¬ 
vidual griefs, into beneficent workings and kindly sym¬ 
pathies. It removes us from the close, unhealthy 
atmosphere of the retirement which we may unwisely 
love, into the free air of pure and noble action. But 
who has not felt the oppressive contrast between the 
world’s noblest life and his own grief, as he attempted 
to obey this call of God ? It is well for us to meditate 
alone until we learn the full meaning of the cup which 
is oflTered to our lips; but it is well also, with an equal 
fidelity, to go forth into the wide field of life’s labors 
and duties. Blessed shall we be if we can look out 
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from the desolations of our individual life upon men and 
the world, with a spirit that is more prepared for all 
heavenly charities, more intensely earnest to relieve the 
pains of men, and to lead them to that rest whose need 
we so deeply feeh 

‘‘ Consider the lilies of the field.” Look out fi^m the 
present gloom into the surrounding glory, when the day 
of sadness comes. I do not think that we could rightly 
receive this counsel if we did not remember from whmn 
it comes. It might seem to imply a want of sympathy 
with the depth and sacredness of grief, if it were not 
pronounced by the lips of Jesus. Nature’s ministry 
alone, uninterpreted, does not meet our w'ant. We look 
ujwn the outward world when death is doing its work, 
and the open grave is waiting for its treasured dust, and 
we see no tokens of that sympathy for which we long. 
Though the clouds may weep while we are sad, no 
voice breaks the silence to soothe and to cheer. We 
need a ministry that can meet us in our sorrow, and 
lead us up to those bright manifestations of love which 
truly comfort us. Jesus never appears more blessed, 
or more divine, than when we view him as the Consoler 
of human sorrows ; the incarnate Comforter who stoops 
to meet us in our grief, yet gently leads us up to per¬ 
fect peace. By thine agony and bloody sweat,” we 
exclaim, in our moments of anguish, “thou knowest, 
Jesus, Master, Comforter, the entire depth of human 
griefs! ” Thou didst drink the bitter cup of trial to its 
utmost drop, that there might be no experience of suf¬ 
fering which thou couldst not meet! Thou hast looked 
upon death and felt all its pains! And yet thou dost speak 
to us of peace; the peace of God that passeth under^ 
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standing; tliine own peace, as the portion of the trust¬ 
ing heart! It was the sympathizing friend who wept 
with the mourning sisters, that said, “ Those who truly 
live shall die no more.” His voice came out of great 
tribulation to say, “ Be of good cheer, I have overcome 
the world.” Here is Jesus indeed the Mediator, to 
lead us by gentle steps from the prostration of grief, 
himself acquainted with gi*ief, to the clear and joyful 
recognition of God’s eternal and unclouded love. 

It is sad for us if we permit ourselves to tura away 
from one bright revelation of God, or one joyful thing 
in life, when sorrow falls upon us. According to the 
teaching of Jesus we are to gaze upon them more 
earnestly in sorrowful hours. Not in a want of sym¬ 
pathy, but in the spirit of the text, we say, “ Let not 
the troubled heart retire long, or exclusively, into the 
silent and curtained chambers of its grief. Let the sun¬ 
light stream into the opened windoAvs. The soul is to 
commune with the Father’s infinite love rather than 
with its own sadness. Stand not fixedly by the grave 
to look doAvn into its gloom. Amidst the victories of 
death, Jesus affirms, “ I am the Resurrection and the 
Life.” Look upward rather when the loved depai't, as- 
the apostles gazed up into heaven Avhen Jesus ascended 
from their sight. The special grief can be met only^ 
by steadfastly turning to these general revelations of 
grace and truth. God will not explain the particular 
meaning of our most bitter experience. He does not 
answer from these opening graves to unfold the mys¬ 
tery of our repeated bereavements. But he encom¬ 
passes us with tokens of his love to inspire a serene 
and victorious confidence. Therefore does he reveal 
11 



162 


THE MINISTRY OP NATURE 


his goodness in the brightness of nature, and in the 
gladness of youthful and happy hearts. Therefore he 
incarnates his mercy in the life of Jesus that its per¬ 
fect glory may scatter the hearths profoundest gloom. 
Therefore is it said, “ God is Love; ” and that grand 
truth is declared which whispers, and prophesies,, the 
solution of all present problems, and future mysteries. 
Listen to the thousand voices which proclaim this Gos¬ 
pel amidst the incessant changes of life. “ Consider 
the lilies of the field.” Hear the sound of gladness in 
still happy homes. Meditate upon the expressions of 
the Redeemer’s love. Bathe the whole soul in these 
revelations of pure light. Let them come as assisting 
angels in the time of need. Can we not trust? Is 
there not enough to make the soul bow with resigned 
and almost consenting will — steadfastly to believe, 
while we meekly await the hour in which the present 
mystery shall be seen to be, like every thing beside, a 
mystery ol* love ? 

“ Consider the lilies of the field.” How beautiful is 
the general lesson which the text suggests ! How 
beautiful is the specific instance which Jesus names to 
enforce his doctrine! Contrast a lily with a living soul; 
a perishing flower with the soul whose power and true 
glory was once illustrated in the spotless purity of 
Jesus! Shall the flower be so richly blessed, and no 
eternal benediction be poured out upon the soul ? Here 
Science steps in as the handmaid and servant of faith. 
Man has studied the perfect workmanship which is dis¬ 
played even in the grass of the field. He has traced 
the skill which is manifested in the works of Nature, 
until, in amazement and in adoration, he has felt that 
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the majestic heavens do not more distinctly reveal the 
presence and the love of God than the humblest 
flowers. The question of Jesus, “ Doth God clothe 
the grass of the field?” means immeasurably more to 
man after he has learned how wonderfully the grass is 
clothed. And, therefore, the irresistible answer of the 
heart, “ Shall he not much more clothe you ? ” rushes 
^ upon him with new assurance and power. Does Faith 
need support and strength ? By the side of the gi'ave, 
out of the sod that covers the most cherished dust, the 
lily grows and blooms. Take that one flower and look 
upon it in the spirit of Jesus. Has death removed the 
brightest flower from your earthly home ? Did it vanish 
in its first beauty, when it was just opening to your 
view ? It has not been blasted; but, because it could 
not bloom in its full beauty here, it has been trans¬ 
planted by infinite love into the invisible garden of 
God. It might not have borne the storms of this 
rougher world; and, therefore, the same tenderness 
which clothes the grass of the field has removed it to 
its more fitting home. Did it disappear when it seemed 
to approach towards its full perfection, and you beheld 
the hues of heaven, with scarcely diminished bright¬ 
ness, as you gazed upon its loveliness? Then the 
charms which became your especial joy, and whose loss 
you mourn ^th especial grief, proved that it belonged 
to a higher sphere. Look up, with new faith in its 
reality, to that unfading land in which the spirit blooms 
beneath the eternal smile of God. 

What lessons of faith are here in respect to the trials 
of human hearts, and the loss of those for whom we 
mourn I What grand purposes may be accomplished 
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by these varied anxieties and griefs of life I They do 
not come to darken the world, or the soul, but to recall 
us to the omnipresent and ceaseless expressions of the 
infinite goodness. They come to open our eyes to the 
boundless tenderness and grace of this Universal Pro¬ 
vidence ; to inscribe the sentiment of the text upon the 
enduring tablets of our hearts. When we dwell upon 
these considerations the mystery of sorrow is almost 
unrolled. Providence seems more bright as the work 
of change goes on. The presence of the Father seems 
more clear and real, as we are more frequently thrown 
back upon a life of faith. The vanishing of each 
present blessing is a new invitation to look upward 
to the throne of God. God clothes the lilies of the 
field. Shall he not much more bless those who have 
departed, and those who still remain, in his universd 
love ? The departed and the left — ascended spirits, 
and we who are still on earth — are only in different 
mansions in the same Father’s house; and the partition 
that separates us grows thinner every day, and shall 
soon vanish forever from our rejoicing eyes. 


Aug. 16, 1846. 
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THE LAW OF CONSOLATION. 


But when they deliver you up, take no thought how or 

WHAT YE SHALL SPEAK, FOR IT SHALL BE GIVEN YOU IN THAT 

SAME HOUR WHAT YE SHALL SPEAK. — MatthoW X. 19. 

These were words of inexpressible hope. Jesus was 
sending the Apostles into a ministry encompassed with 
perils. They were to be brought before governors and 
kings, and delivered up to councils for punishment. 
Bitter scorn and cruel scourgings, relentless persecu¬ 
tions in every fom, awaited them. They were to go 
out as sheep in the midst of wolves. Even the fears of 
the Apostles themselves could not have made* the dan¬ 
gers of their future ministry seem greater than the 
representations and warnings of Jesus. Yet po anxiety 
was to be permitted for one instant to distract their 
minds, or to prevent an absolute devotion of thought and 
feeling to their special work. For in this entire, unre¬ 
served concentration of the heart, would be found the 
only possible preparation for every exigency of their 
life. If they lived with a single eye to the truth, their 



1G6 


THE LAW OF CONSOLATION. 


whole body must be filled with light. Then it would 
not be they who should speak, but rather the truth, 
speaking in them, and instinctiveljf suggesting an 
answer of more than human wisdom in every moment 
of diffieulty or trial. As the full fountain will send an 
abundant stream into every channel which is opened for 
its waters, so that all-pervading spirit of truth will give 
a special illumination in each passing hour. Then the 
disciple would have the same preparation as the Master. 
Nothing could touch the hem of the garment Avithout an 
immedijite outflowing of virtue and of poAver. What 
defence of Jesus could have been so perfect as the 
simple manifestation of his spirit, Avhich, through its 
own inherent majesty, caused the rude soldiery to fall 
backAvard to the ground in aAve! And though it might 
be unavailing, Avhat ansAver could that spirit giv’C, 
except the reply of purest Avisdom and diA’inest love ? 
A soul thus true must make the moments of bitterest 
opposition times of peculiar manifestations of its own 
purity. And the cross, the last evil Avhich man could 
inflict, Avould become an enduring croAvn. 

I regard the text as the application of a uniA’ersal 
laAv to a particular case. It indicates the sublime law 
which reigns throughout the entire Avorld of human 
feeling and human experience; the divine hiAV AA'hose 
operation ^brings unfailing strength and life to every 
obedient soul, in every hour of need. 

It is our chief error, that we live Avith too much 
reference to particular incidents in human exi)ericnce. 
We Ibrget that great principle which alone can lead to 
an effectual preparation, alike for the ordinary duty and 
the most extraordinary and overAvhelming change. We 
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sleep until the bridegroom comes ; and then, when the 
midnight of trial overshadows us, we expect that the 
lamp of trust will burn brightly in previously untrust¬ 
ing hearts. We top® to meet the exigencies of exist¬ 
ence, the hours which most severely test the spirit’s 
strength, by something beside the preparation of daily 
life. And we are very slow to learn that the habitually 
prepared life alone can fill the heart with angels, to be 
ministers of strength in all its agonies. It is a great 
truth that we can only grow into sympathy with any 
exalted thought or holy feeling. We cannot go beyond 
tliis living experience. Jesus says, “ He that climbeth 
up some other way, is a thief and a robber.” We must 
go in by the door; the gate of life. In sympathy of 
feeling, forgetful of this unchanging law, we may seek 
to impart a bright view of Providence to a soul which 
was never moved by a deep spirit of trust and love; 
but it is like an attempt to point out the glorious pros¬ 
pect from the mountain’s top to one who is still sitting 
in the caves of the earth. The blessed thoughts of 
trust introduced to a mind which is not their proper 
home, perish like plants nursed in the heat when sud¬ 
denly exposed to wintry cold. Separated from the 
experience which gave them birth, and nourished them 
into strength, they are like the child which is torn from 
the mother’s breast and given to foes who tji’c leagued 
to destroy its life. It is long, indeed, before the heart 
penetrates the deep treasures of strength and consola¬ 
tion which lie concealed even in the truth which it 
cherishes. The soul does not at once become its home. 
And even when it is made a household thought, it wears 
a new expression in every new experience. In the last 
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interview with the disciples, Jesus called the requisition 
to love one another,” a new commandment. In a new 
perception of the strength of the ties between his cho¬ 
sen friends and himself, the commandment had new 
meaning to his heart. And if a familiar truth con¬ 
cealed so long its deepest teaching even from the soul 
of Jesus, what can these stranger thoughts do to bless 
us ? We may strive to climb up by some other way. 
But we cannot outrun these living experiences. 

Life continually illustrates the principle which we 
are contemplating. We cite again the instance which 
we have already named — tlfe experience of grie£ 
What is the meaning of the lamentation in so many sor¬ 
rowful homes, that “No man really speaks to our sad¬ 
ness ! ” What is the meaning of the fact that the voice 
of religion is so often powerless to soothe ? What do 
these things reveal but the fearful truth, that if the 
lamps are not daily fed by the spirit of life, no ministry 
of earth or heaven will prepare us to have them trim¬ 
med and burning. Human sympathy may scarcely 
hope to communicate truths entirely unknown before. 
It must rather aim to bring comparatively forgotten 
thoughts into clearer view. The sunlight of heaven 
falls in vain upon the barren rock. If the heart be 
ordained to darkness by the spirit of the life, only a 
change of that spirit can set aside the decree. We 
may catch the words whicli are true expressions of a 
trusting soul, and repeat them with our lips. Yet the 
heart will not find rest. Then we are like the foolish 
virgins who knocked in vain. The tongue may never 
cease this idle calling for admittance to the marriage : 
jet the door will still be shut. The most overwhelm- 
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ing grief is not so sad as this call for help, to which the 
tinbending law of life must give a perpetual denial. It 
is Gethsemane, without the strengthening angel. 

But we turn in joy to the fact, that the opposite illus¬ 
trations of the truth may be as bright as these are fear¬ 
ful. It is wonderful to see how all things come to the 
aid of faithful hearts. As the physical strength is 
increased by daily labor, enabling man to work with a 
stronger arm every hour, so the soul which is habitu¬ 
ally faithful continually acts with the accumulated 
might of experience. The artisan derives aid from the 
observation and skill of years in each new work which 
he attempts. And thus every faithful experience of 
previous life contributes the oil to fill the lamp of the 
soul, when it is called to meet the bridegroom. Not one 
breathing of prayer fails then to bring its answer of 
grace. It may not have been heard by a human ear. 
It may have been the silent supplication of the spirit, in 
the secret plAce, where only the Father seeth. But 
how surely it is rewarded openly, in the energy and 
peace which are* thus imparted to the heart! All these 
secret aspirations, these movings of pure desire, reveal 
themselves in the great result, like the hidden springs 
which feed earth’s gushing fountains. Especially is 
this true in the most trying hours. For whatever calls 
for the deepest courage and endurance of the soul, of 
course must unveil most fully its hidden strength. 

I look upon those appalling calamities which occa¬ 
sionally startle the world with such thoughts in my 
mind.* Imagination is overwhelmed by the inconceiv- 

* This sermon was first preached on the Sunday imuicdiately after 
the destruction of the steamboat Lexington, by fire, when l)r. 
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able horror of the scene when the flames suddenly flash 
upon those who arc sitting in cheerful conversation, or 
communing with happy thoughts of home, and they 
find themselves compelled to choose between destruc¬ 
tion by the devouring fire or by the devouring sea. 
What can sustain the sufferers in such an hour of 
agony ? Not the awful calmness of despair when the 
inevitable fate is seen. Not those thoughts which had 
previously been strangers to the heart, and whose voice 
it does not know. Only one ministry can be effectual 
then. The deep sentiment of habitual life, the result 
of years of previous discipline, will reveal its power in 
the instant of unexpected peril, as well as in the gradual 
decays of disease. That will tell the sufferer what to 
do and to speak, and cause him to put on the angel as 
he puts off* the body. We know not how many of those 
suddenly stricken ones in the catastrophe to which we 
refer, found it thus triumphant. But one noble spirit 
was there that was especially prepared for the most 
appalling vicissitude. One was there whose entire life 
seemed devoted to what he deemed the truth of God, 
who had the martyr-spirit to leave home and his native 
land, to peril present reputation and worldly hopes, in 
his devotion to truth and freedom. Must it not have 
been given to such an one, in that hour, w^hat to speak 
and to do? We know not how to spare a spirit so 
brave and true from a world which needs its ministry so 
much. Yet we can look upon its departure with serene 

and one Imndred and fifty others, perished. In the record of one of the 
conversations in the Memoir of Dr. Follen, the writer has been grati¬ 
fied to find a recognition of the same principle which it was file 
desijrn of this‘discourse to unfold. 
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and triumphant trust. For what may have been to some 
in that hour as a devouring flame, must have been to 
that prepared soul a chariot of fire for its ascension. 

Indeed, life presents a single alternative to the human 
heart. It may be a continued triumph, wherein it shall 
be given in every hour what we are to speak and to do. 
Or it mmt be, to some extent at least, a failure; per¬ 
haps an almost hopeless defeat. Life may be a con¬ 
tinual victory. It is a joyful promise, that “as our 
days, so our strength shall be.’’ The promise will be 
fulfilled when we meet the condition upon which it 
rests. This great providence of God must be too 
beneficent to place any burden upon man which he 
might not have been prepared to bear, by the faitliful 
improvement of previous instructions. It is a Father’s 
Providence. It will not demand a manly work from 
those who might not have had the strength of men. 
With what unspeakable benignity it must lead forward 
every faithful heart. It does not demand a light service. 
But the inexpressible tenderness of human love could 
not make the service bear such exact relations to the 
growing strength. It proposes a work to every living 
heart, which not only becomes greater in each succes¬ 
sive year of present being, but through the endless ages 
of existence. And it endows us with a capacity for 
growth by which we may yet attain the energy to 
accomplish almost godlike works, as it now bestows the 
power to meet the simpler duties of the present hour. 
And this gradually increasing work is the divinely 
adapted ministry to unfold this immortal energy, as the 
increasing duties of earlier years are the discipline to 
make us men. A ray of light falls directly upon the 
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sphere of human duty when this thought is accepted in 
a lowly and trusting faith. I see how strength may 
come according to our day by a beneficent law of Pro¬ 
vidence. Scenes of apparent gloom, days of grief and 
tears, all that is sad in experience as well as all that is 
joyous, may share the blessing of the same benignant 
law. Great responsibilities seem to rise before the soul, 
as it looks onward to the future. But previous fidelity 
will impart to it an all-sufficient strength. Great sac¬ 
rifices may be before it. But the way shall be made 
smooth at each step of the progress, even though it 
should be led to a self-sacrifice like that of Calvary. 
Why do we lament over the scenes where faithful hearts 
are called to sadness, or martyr-souls are led to suffer¬ 
ing? No visitation can come which the faithful soul 
may not bravely meet. Its tears shall all be wiped 
away as they fiow. Its martyr-suffering shall be its 
triumph. The great words of hope spoken by Jesus 
himself to the first disciples, may be applied to every 
faithful heart. Over all the power of the enemy, and 
through every experience of trial, it may walk with 
unfaltering feet towards its rest. 

Life may be one continued, ever brightening triumph, 
or it must be a failure. It is the faithful soul to whom 
it shall be given what to do and to speak in every hour. 
Tiiere are no promises for the unfaithful hearts, either 
in the days of ordinary duty, or in the moments cf 
extraordinary change. Indeed, there is no conviction 
more overwhelming than the thought that the unpre¬ 
pared heart must fail. Here we stand, called to manly 
duties, yet with only an infant’s strength. Here we 
are in maturer years, with undeveloped souls; amidst 
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glorious teachings which are hidden from our childish 
eyes; amidst a great company of angels, whose voices 
we might have heard, whose messages we might have 
learned, but whose instructions we are not sufficiently 
advanced to understand. We not only fail to meet the 
seasons of peculiar trial. Every day is a failure, from 
morning dawn to evening shade. I look upon nature 
with an undeveloped mind, and how few of its teachings 
are opened to me. I gaze upon life as it flows on, with 
its manifold changes, its ever-varying instructions. But 
a superficial mind can attain only a superficial thought, 
and is unconscious of the profound wisdom and truth 
lying beneath every thing which it sees. It is blind to 
this deeper wisdom, as men were blind to the true spirit 
of Jesus when they looked upon his countenance and 
listened to his words, yet had no ear to hear, and no eye 
to see. What truth can be more humiliating than this, 
that life may be an entire failure, although we suspect 
it not; that not one single instruction may be fully 
apprehended, and not one single duty fully met; that, 
at every moment, we are weighed in the balance of an 
unerring judgment, only to be found wanting 1 And if 
we fail in life’s ordinary duties through our unfaithful- 
.ness, how can we hope to meet the exigencies which 
shake even the noblest souls ? Even the soul of Jesus 
knew an hour of agony. It is not strange that religion 
often speaks in vain to sorrowing hearts and sorrowing 
homes. It is a sad truth. Yet it is no mystery. This 
night of the soul comes by a law as sure as the night 
in nature. How sad it is to find so many overborne by 
calamities that could have been brushed away like the 
dew! And how much sadder it is to find them desolate 
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in heavier calamities, and to feel that no ministry of 
love can open the door which their own unfaithfulness 
has shut. If the lamps are not trimmed and burning 
by a previous watchfulness, we shall not be ready to 
meet the bridegroom when he cometh. In scenes like 
those in wliich Jesus wept, or was prostrate in agony, 
and in prayer for help ; in moments like that in which 
the exclamation, “ My God ! my God! why hast thou 
forsaken me!” was heard from the Saviour’s lips, what 
refuge can be found by those who have no sympathy 
with his faith and trust ? 

There is a sublime, far-reaching wisdom in the teach¬ 
ing of Jesus concerning the true preparation for life, 
which we are peculiarly slow to learn. We scarcely 
apprehend the state of which he speaks, in which all 
anxieties for the morrow, all thought and care respect¬ 
ing the possible, or even the certain, changes of future 
days seem to be forbidden. In his earnest injunction 
to seek only to be true to the passing moment, and to 
leave the morrow to take thought for itself, he appears 
to rebuke all questions concerning the results of present 
action. To many minds, such precepts seem almost to 
justify a recklessness which they know not how to 
reconcile with wisdom. It is only one of the thousand 
proofs that what may be wisdom with men, is foolish¬ 
ness with God; and that what may be foolishness with 
men, is wisdom with God, Human wisdom counsels 
the low prudence which prepares for special exigencies 
in the course of life. A divine wisdom leaves them out 
of view, in that greater preparation of the daily life 
which comprehends all particulars within its embrace. 
It is the same wisdom that is manifested in everp thin g 
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which Jesus teaches concerning the spiritual life. Man 
often endeavors to develop particular traits of virtue, 
to meet particular duties of life, when there is no real 
regeneration of the heart. Jesus says thgit out of the 
changed mind all these traits shall come, naturally as 
the golden fruits from the living tree. The true pru¬ 
dence is to live in the universal and all-comprehending 
spirit. Then the truth becomes one with the life. It 
acts whenever we act. It speaks whenever we speak. 
It is not an occasional angel, but an indwelling Com¬ 
forter, never more to leave his chosen temples. In 
such an entire singleness of heart why should we ques¬ 
tion what the morrow may bring? Why should we 
fear to be brought before governors and kings, to be 
persecuted by man ? Why should we tremble at the 
possibility of vicissiutdes which may throw a gloom 
over other years, or fear that they will not be bravely 
met, however and whenever they may come ? An all- 
sufficient grace shall visit us in accordance with the 
eternal law of God. “ It shall be given in that hour 
what we shall do, and what we shall speak.” 


January 19, 1840. 
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THE RESURRECTION AND THE LIFE. 


Ip ye then be bisen with cubist, seek those thinos wmoH 
ABE ABOVE.— Colossians iii. 1. 

There is one peculiar festival which is consecrated 
by a majority of Christian believers to the celebration 
of the Redeemer’s resurrection. They not only remem¬ 
ber the wondrous fact with perpetual thanksgivings, 
but they set apart one day of special joy for its com¬ 
memoration. Once, at least, in the year, a great host 
of disciples would journey in grateful love to see the 
place where the Lord lay: to meditate upon the de¬ 
serted tomb; to gather up the lessons of hope which 
are thus inspired, and to follow him with a brightening 
faith in the path of his ascension. 

It is a holy pilgrimage. It may be performed 
silently, in the secrecy of the heart, with no sign to 
attract the eyes of the world; or it may be celebrated 
by hosannas in the sacred temple. It has no resem¬ 
blance to those strange manifestations of sincere, yet 
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blind enthusiasm, when men rushed on, with arms in 
their hands, to redeem the holy sepulchre from the 
power of the infidel. But it is infinitely more beautiful 
in the sight of heaven. It is a crusade of faith and 
love, whose origin was sacred, and whose effect may be 
indeed redeeming. As we gather there in glad and 
lowly meditations, what varied confirmations of faith 
may come, adapfed to meet all peculiarities of feeling 
and of thought! There are some who are troubled 
by the operation of the law of death as it appears to 
the senses. They long for a visible proof that the soul 
still lives when the eye is fixed in death, and no trace 
of the living spirit remains; when decay begins its 
work upon the once animated frame, and all that is seen 
speaks only of corruption. Let such come and medi¬ 
tate. There is just the ministry which they need to 
suggest a solution of their difficulties. They may touch 
the print of the nails. They may put their hands into 
the side. They find proofs addressed to the senses to 
assure them that the grave is not the gate of destruc¬ 
tion, but of glory. They sec that it is like the door of 
entrance to the marriage feast which is imaged in the 
parable of Jesus. To those who are without, all may 
appear mysterious and dark. To those who are within, 
it is illuminate and bright forever. 

Those also, who, upon other grounds, desire a miracn- 
lous attestation of the doctrine of immortality, may 
come and meditate. And they see that he who spoke 
of an immortal existence in tones of divine assurance, 
himself wonderfully arose. Tliey know not how to 
resist the impression that he who was so gloriously 
endowed with divine power, must have been an uner^ 
12 
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ring witness to divine truth. The spirit of power could 
not have rested upon any soul except it were sent of 
God. 

And even the more philosophic believer whose faith 
in immortality is based upon the irresistible conviction 
that there was a spirit in Jesus which was too divine 
to die, a spirit which no out^vard change could destroy, 
even he cannot look at the empty sepulchre in vain. 
From the place of the actual resurrection this joyous 
faith may perhaps be declared in its greatest power. 
And there the joyful inference, that all who may receive 
R life kindred to that of the Redeemer shall also tread 
death beneath their ascending feet, may become more 
clear and more impressive to his rejoicing heart. 

But we do no not intend to discuss the various and 
precise modes in which the literal resurrection may 
suggest the hope, or give the assurance of immortality. 
We only recognize the general fact, that, in some way, 
it may brighten that triumphant thought. We only 
desire to say that no pilgrimage to the tomb to cele¬ 
brate the resurrection, can be in vain. Angels come to 
speak to us whenever we devoutly gather there, to 
repeat the annunciation, “He is not here, but is risen.” 
And as we hear their testimony, the heavy doubts and 
fears which pressed us down to the earth, are, in some 
degree, at least, removed. We gain the joy of a 
more assured immortal hope. All the graves in the 
world appear to be unsealed. The forms which we 
laid there amid dust and decay, rise before our thoughts 
in unfading bloom. They are not embalmed in spices 
and myrrh, but they are robed in the garments of an 
undying faith. They are embalmed in that pure and 
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living trust, whose power is enduring as the love of 
God which is at once its source and its support. 

It is not, however, the confirmations of our own 
immortality alone, that are suggested by the resurrec¬ 
tion of Jesus, to which the apostles turned in adoring 
gratitude. They also remembered the directly spiritual 
influences which flow from this assurance. The glory 
and rapture of the immortal life itself, the power and 
impulse of that faith, entranced their imagination and 
ravished their hearts. This is the view which is pre¬ 
sented in the text; the view which they constantly 
express in tones of deep and fervent eloquence. 

There is often an implication in the most enthu¬ 
siastic statements of the blessedness of an immortal 
hope, that every thing which has a truly inspiring influ¬ 
ence upon the soul is derived from the consideration of 
its immortality. We do not accept that thought. We 
should not disparage the present world to heighten the 
glory of immortality. It is a joy to live even in this 
present world. Life upon earth suggests abundant 
reasons for gratitude, and brings abundant impulses to 
arouse and bless the soul. This present existence alone 
is beautiful. What a theatre of action is opened in this 
present world! How beautiful it is in many aspects ! 
How beautiful it is even to the senses! So fair are the 
thousand scenes which delight the eye, that it almost 
seems, at times, as if infinite love had toiled to robe 
this world in charms. Our present dwelling place is 
adorned for us by the kindness of a God. And when 
the heart awakes to the perception of the love which 
this outward beauty reveals, the impression is complete. 
Indeed, this wondrous beauty is one of the best 
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of an infinite goodness; a proof to which no one can be 
insensible, and wliich, to some, is a source of intense 
delight. The fruits needful for man might have been 
produced without this prodigality of beauty. It is a 
super-abounding kindness, which both supplies the 
wants of men, and then adds ceaseless proofs of its 
benignity in the loveliness of its gifts. This considera¬ 
tion sometimes melts the heart, like the remembrance 
of that grace which sends messengers to the evil as well 
as to the good. If the sun goes forth from his chambers 
like a bridegroom, according to the Psalmist’s image, 
the earth looks up to welcome liim in the loveliness of 
a bride. Solomon in all his glory was not arrayed like 
the flowers which she bears upon her bosom. As man 
looks upon the world there is abundant reason why he 
^hould repeat the benediction of its Maker, and say, in 
perpetual gratitude, “ It is good.” 

How beautiful is this world also to the afiections! 
For, notwitlistanding all the disappointments which 
come independently of human mistakes and sins, what 
gushing fountains of tenderness and joy are always 
flowing in the heart of parent, or friend, or child, to 
refresh the broad world, alike in the lowliest and in the 
loftiest homes; flowing freely, impartially, as the light 
surrounds and cheers all human dwellings. What bonds 
of love are woven in life’s manifold relationships, in 
which it seems almost a heaven to be enfolded! The 
outward world is beautiful enough to waken the soul to 
praise. Yet, to the mother’s heart, there is no beauty 
like the gladness which beams over the face of her 
child. No scene of existence can be called a wilder¬ 
ness when fountains like these are springing up by the 
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side of all our paths; when they are flowing perhaps in 
the greatest purity in shaded and humble scenes, as 
nature’s purest streams often are gushing out in se¬ 
cluded places which man seldom enters. 

And how beautiful is this world as a sphere for 
thought; for impulses to whatever is great and noble! 
What worlds are opened to us here in those grand dis¬ 
coveries which pierce into the earth only to And new 
treasures of knowledge, and look up to the heavens 
only to see still grander systems! What glorious 
thoughts are enkindled when in our wider, or more 
minute observation, we everywhere perceive new proofs 
of the majesty and the tenderness of a God! What a 
bright and increasing inheritance is transmitted in the 
wisdom of all preceding generations; generations in 
which wise men diave lived, and prophets' spoken, and 
seers of God declared their visions! We are often 
prompted to ask, indeed, why man’s life on earth should 
be so brief, when such unexhausted and inexhaustible 
sources of instruction are spread abroad on every hand. 
Here alone is enough to charm and to inspire the heart 
through the utmost length of a patriarch’s day. What 
revelations of the Father arc here to delight the soul in 
the beauty which ravishes the senses, in the affections 
that fill the heart with joy, in the truths which quicken 
every noble thought! It may indeed be a joy to live. 

It is not the idea of immortality alone which imparts 
inspiration to the human heart. Neither is it by 
depreciating present existence that man obtains the 
brightest conception of the value of immortality. Far 
otherwise. When this world is magnified, when all its 
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lessons are learned, and all its charms are appreciated, 
we begin to gain a worthy conception of a more exalted 
life. Then we perceive the full power of the exhorta¬ 
tion in the text, and of all similar declarations. This 
world is only the cradle of the undying soul. Here it 
is only in its infancy. When I behold the angels of 
love and mercy which now watch over us, when I see 
how much of joy there may be in man’s present life, 
notwithstanding the wreck of so many hopes, when I 
reflect upon the host of bright instructions and spiritual 
influences that are gathered round him, although, in 
some things, his view is so limited — when I survey the 
blessings of his infancy, I am most prepared to predict 
the glory of his manhood. These scenes of outward 
beauty, so unspeakably fair, only image that higher 
beauty which no man can look upon and live. They 
are bright hints of what is waiting to be revealed when 
the veil which now conceals so much of this vast temple 
of God shall be forever rent. These deep affections 
which gladden all human hearts, and bless earth’s 
countless homes, only intimate the bliss of a more per¬ 
fect love, in a world in which there shall be “ no more 
death.” These inspiring truths which are now un¬ 
folded to man’s earnest thought but dimly, suggest the 
bright -instructions of that world of perfect light, where 
the soul may ascend toward the sublimest heights of 
glory. If these swaddling clothes, wherein we are 
wrapped in our present existence, are robes of beauty, 
what will be the glory of the unfading garments of the 
upper world ? If this manger-cradle possesses charms so 
gi’eat, what will be that still more glorious dwelling place ? 
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“ If God hath made this world so fair, 

Where sin and death abound, 

How beautiful beyond compare. 

Will Paradise be found! ” 

Our present existence is a prophecy; and it points 
onward to a bright fulfilment, as the dim revelations of 
God in the earlier ages prophesied more complete dis¬ 
closures of his truth and love in a later time. And the 
more clear and beautiful the prophecy, the more dis¬ 
tinctly can we conceive the glory which it heralds. 
Present life is like the morning. And in the clearness 
and beauty of the light as it gilds the east, we find an 
assurance of the brightness of the future day. These 
analogies whisper the most delightful hopes. We 
argue from the bright present to the brighter and infi¬ 
nite unknown. If our present, transient home has such 
an exhaustless wealth of beauty and instruction, what 
treasures must there be in the temple which is eternal 
in the heavens! 

Thus also may we obtain a glimpse of the spiritual 
greatness which may be attained hereafter. There are 
stains upon all human robes. There are occasional 
fears, possibly occasional murmurings, in the most 
trusting human hearts. There are tears which we do 
not, or cannot wipe away. There are toils which seem 
heavy and burdensome, though we may strive to assume 
the light and easy yoke by true reconciliation to our 
appointed work. Yet there may come glorious inter¬ 
vals of peace; “seasons of clear shining,” in the 
heart; hours, when, through the parted clouds, we seem 
to gaze directly into heaven. There are bright earnests- 
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of a glorious inheritance in many a visiting of inward 
joy ; in many a moment of peace; in the confidence of 
prayer. If these first breathings of grace bring such 
joy, what will its full and perfect life impart ? If these 
glimpses of heaven arc so bright, what shall we behold 
when we see the fulness of its light? We can only 
repeat the apostolic words, “ Eye hath not seen, nor ear 
heard, nor heart conceived, the things which God hath 
prepared for them that love him.” 

Such meditations as these lead us to see the true 
glory of the hope of immortality. They direct our 
minds to the same thoughts which were recognized by 
the Apostles, when they discoursed concerning the 
Redeemer’s resurrection. They meditated upon the 
grand vision of a more perfect existence, which that 
event suggested and confirmed. Their enthusiasm was 
enkindled by the hope that the soul would thus be raised 
above all the limitations of its infancy. For this reason 
they spoke of the resurrection, the most perfect symbol 
of that better life, in words of rapture. This is the 
meaning of their exhortations when they pleaded with 
those who are risen with Christ, and who rejoiced in 
the hopes which his resurrection confirmed, to “ seek 
those things which were above; ” to live worthily of a 
calling so divine. Well might they jdead in fervent, 
rapturous words. If it is a joy to live even here, if this 
is a world which is filled with fountains of enjoyment, 
with impulses to the highest thought — a w orld w^hich 
God pronounced to be good — w hat wdll it be to be 
raised “ into heavenly places ” with the Lord ? We 
ean only exclaim, in trembling, joyful hope, “ Now are 
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we the sons of God, and we know not what we shall 
be ; but we know that when he shall appear, we shall 
be like him ; for we shall see him as he is.” 

The glory of the Christian doctrine of immortality is 
not only in the fact that it suggests the idea of duration ' 
in our existence. It is not in that alone, although 
it brings the assurance that while the Sun of all being 
himself continues to exist, the light which he has 
kindled in the soul of man shall never be extinguished. 
Its real glory is, that it confirms the hope of a future 
perfection of our being which every thing that is beau¬ 
tiful or glorious here helps to shadow forth. The idea 
of immortality is not to make us soar in fancy to future 
scenes, pictured in surpassing brightness through an 
oversight of the rich signatures of God’s present love. 
It is to elevate present existence, and to point to the 
bright earnests here of the inheritance for which we 
hope. Indeed, Jesus speaks of a resurrection to be 
obtained now, before we are called to tread the valley 
of the shadow of death. The eternal life of which he 
discourses may now be gained. The mere idea of dura¬ 
tion, the simple thought of a continuance of existence 
beyond the grave, often seems almost lost in the sublime 
words which he uses concerning that spiritual condition 
whereby man may now be already “ passed from death 
unto life.” And as in one place he speaks of himself as 
the Son of Man who was then in heaven, so docs he 
represent all believers who are inwaixlly united to him¬ 
self as already possessing the life of the resurrection. 
The idea of a spiritual life and glory is prominent in 
his mind when he speaks upon this theme; a life which 
involves the continuance of existence as a sure result. 
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It is a life which cannot die. “To be raised with 
Christ,” is “ to seek these things wliich are above.” It 
is to have immortal thoughts to ennoble present scenes. 
It is to dwell in constant communion with those truths 
whieli gushed from the living well in the Saviour’s 
breast It is to have a divine love to flow into and 
purify every human aflection; to deepen every gener¬ 
ous feeling until the heart become pure, like the spirit 
of the lowly, and only truly risen one. It is the gradual 
transfiguration of this earthly life until even the body 
obtain a kind of spiritual glory, because it becomes 
the willing servant of the soul, and the law of the mem¬ 
bers which wars against the law of the mind has par¬ 
tially ceased to reign. The idea of the duration of 
existence, in itself, is not worthy to awaken the enthu¬ 
siasm of the soul. It is this spiritual greatness which 
man may now begin to manifest to the world, as Jesus 
once manifested a celestial brightness to the eyes of 
the disciples. God manifested in the flesh! This is 
the Christian idea of the “ eternal life.” This is its 
symbol, its hope, its aim, and its end. 

The w'orld celebrates the Redeemer’s resurrection. 
It goes to the deserted tomb to swell the anthem of 
triumph, because the grave has lost its victory, and 
death has been deprived of its sting. It is good to 
meditate upon the outward and wondrous fact. It is 
good to go to the sepulchre with a lowly heart, although 
we go wdth a partially benighted thought. But we 
would that all believers might remember what is the 
worthy end of such meditations, and what is the true 
celebration of the Lord’s resurrection. The festival of 
the resurrection is truly kept, when men come not only 
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in gratitude for a ransom from the power of death, but 
also for the hope of a now unknown spiritual gi’eatness 
which they may hereafter realize in the progress of 
their being. The festival is truly kept, when faith in 
immortality not only dries the tears of bereavement, 
but transforms the heart by its sanctifying influence. 
The festival is truly kept as humanity is raised above 
the power of the second death, and ascends into “ hea¬ 
venly places ” in its thought, and feeling, and prayer. 
Saviour! who art the true resurrection and the life, as 
well as the deliverer from the grave and its gloom, 
come to us in power, until we can keep that festival in 
newness of life. Come, until we can keep it in that 
spirit which is indeed immortal, because it is “ the life 
of God in the soul of man.” 


April 28,1848. 
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PRESENT EXPERIENCE OF IMMORTAL LIFE. 


I AM THE RESCRRECTION AND THE LIFE ; HE THAT BELIEVETH IS 
ME, THOUGH HE WERE DEAD, YET SHALL HE LIVE. — John xi. 25. 

It is scarcely possible to read the record of the con¬ 
versation of Jesus with the mourning sisters, and of the 
scene at the grave of Lazarus, without an increasing 
faith and a profounder reverence. The subject of the 
history is one of overwhelming wonder. But the entire 
narration is marked by an indescribable simplicity and 
naturalness of expression, which is its own sufficient 
witness. Nature speaks in every line ; and to read is 
to believe. No passage in the Gospel histories is cha¬ 
racterized by a more divine simplicity; and none 
represents Jesus in a greater moral majesty. He was 
communing with a grief that touched the springs of 
sympathy in his own breast. We are told that “ Jesus 
wept.” He stood at the grave of friendship. The con- 
guest of the tomb was apparently complete. A stone 
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was placed upon the cave in which the body was laid. 
Yet there, in the presence of death itself, amidst all the 
circumstances that combined to give them impressive¬ 
ness, he uttered those words of calm majesty which 
have been selected for the text. There he uttered that 
triumphant declaration which proclaimed an eternal 
victory over death and the grave, in a tone of serenity 
and of majesty which attested the presence of the Son 
of Gk)d. 

The text is not only impressive in its connection with 
the circumstances of the hour when its Gospel first 
gladdened human hearts, but it suggests one of the 
noblest doctrines which Christianity affirms. It is more 
than an authoritative assertion of the doctrine of the 
resurrection. It intimates the possibility of an inward, 
present experience of immortal life. It teaches that 
holiness - of life brings with it convictions of man’s 
immortality, which grow more clear at every step of 
spiritual progress; so that, as we advance towards the 
life of Jesus, we have an inward witness that the soul 
can never die. We gladly turn to contemplate the 
possibility of that blest experience. We desire for the 
moment to listen to the toifes of that inward witness 
which, amidst the apparent victories of the grave, tes¬ 
tifies of an immortal hope to faithful hearts. We desire 
to consider the strong assurance which it gives to lowly 
souls; an assurance, which, to the true child of God, 
sometimes seems like the actual revelation of the splen¬ 
dors of the coming world. 

It is a self-evident proposition, that obedience to the 
laws of our being must open to our view distinct 
glimpses of our nature and destiny. Every creature of 
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God has a law inscribed upon its constitution which it 
was made to fulfil. And every circumstance of its 
existence, every minute influence which aflects its life, 
only tends to the fulfilment of this divinely appointed 
destiny. The trusting heart declares this as a direct 
inference from its faith in God. And every advance in 
knowledge, every research of science, brings new 
demonstrations of its truth. The soul may accept that 
conclusion as the expression of an everlasting covenant 
between God and man. Indeed, if we could once read 
aright the laws of our nature, if these capacities for 
undying aflections and unlimited advancement could 
unfold themselves in true manifestations of their possible 
majesty, we should feel that no coming flood, no appa¬ 
rent destruction could sweep us away, while those laws 
were unfulfilled. We should feel an inward assurance 
that some ark would always be provided to bear us 
safely on the very bosom of the flood towards the eter¬ 
nal mount of God. 

It is a strangely mingled being — tliis union between 
the flesh and the spirit. This undying soul, whose light, 
as holy men afiirm, shall remain while the throne of 
God endures, is united to* a body in which the elements 
of destruction begin their work, even in the cradle. 
The life of the flesh is developed first. Oftentimes it 
becomes so intense and vigorous that the spiritual life is 
dwarfed and almost destroyed. This body, which is 
made to transmit all quickening influences to the soul, — 
the splendors of God’s love in nature through the ey^ 
and the intimations of his truth and grace through 
every sense, in order to waken the heart to new per¬ 
ceptions of his eternal goodness,—this body may be- 
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come the spirit’s tomb. The very God in man some¬ 
times appears to serve the flesh, and to toil to invent 
new indulgences for craving passion. How can man 
then realize the existence of a nature more divine ? As 
well might we expect to convey to the mouldering 
body i perception of the outward world of beauty, as 
to give to the dead soul a conviction of its own immor¬ 
tality. But could the soul of man really speak, could 
it unseal the grave of spiritual death in which it is so 
often laid, and come forth with a power before which 
its once sovereign passions would be vanquished and 
put to flight, then its owm diviner life would reveal its 
nobler nature and destiny. Then the law which it was 
made to fulfil would appear in distinct and shining cha¬ 
racters. Could it once live in that fidelity which 
rejects the kingdoms of the world, if they must be pur¬ 
chased by sin against truth, could it once worship in 
that fervor of prayer which flies to God, as the bird to 
its nest, this undying life would begin to be known. 
Every step in the spirit’s progress brings a new convic¬ 
tion that we were as truly made for a spiritual as for a 
material world; and that “ man cannot live by bread 
alone, but by every word that proceedeth out of the 
mouth of God.” Then would each step of advance 
towards an abiding rest in the Father’s bosom, bring a 
new vision of the glory which we had with him, in his 
eternal purposes of love. The great declaration, that 
** whosoever doeth the will shall know of the doctrine,” 
would here also be verified. From such a mountain 
height of attainment, man can sec, even now, the land 
of promise. The bright faith comes in with every 
heavenly thought and every living feeling, that as the 
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tree was made to bring forth fruit, each after its kind, 
so the soul of man was made to bloom and to bear its 
fruit forever in the Paradise of God. ^ 

We often mistake the meaning of Jesus when he 
spoke of the resurrection, and of eternal life, and thus 
overlook an important feature of his teaching. To us 
those declarations suggest the idea of particular events 
in our future being. To him they represented a 
state of the heart; that life of God in the soul of man 
which brings a conviction of immortality as its natural 
consequence. It is with this as with the doctrine of 
man’s salvation. Jesus does not discourse particularly 
concerning future salvation. He speaks of the regener¬ 
ation of the human heart; a present redemption which 
involves future salvation as a sure result. We apply 
the phrase “ eternal life ” to a state which cannot exist 
until the body dies. Jesus applied it to the purified 
heart, whicli, even in this world, may dwell in immortal 
thoughts and divine affections, and draw its life from 
“ Siloa’s brook, that flows fast by the oracles of God 
to a condition of the soul in which it may triumph over 
external change; a condition in which the deep affec¬ 
tions, fixed upon God, may rest undisturbed amidst 
outward vicissitudes, as the depths of ocean remain 
serene amidst the tumults of the passing storm. He 
referred to a state of mind to which there can be “ no 
more death;” a state which must always bring the 
secret persuasion that death can only be a change to a 
deeper life. We can give no other interpretation to 
the peculiar form of expression in the text, and in other 
similar passages. Jesus represents the resurrection 
and the life as to be actually experienced here. His 
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own divine life which raised him into heavenly places 
in his communion with God, was the true resurrection. 
That resurrection will be known on this side of the 
grave, by all who obey the law of their immortal 
nature and gain the Redeemer’s spirit. And this 
explains the fact that Jesus does not attempt, in the 
ordinary sense of the phrase, to •prove the doctrine of 
immortality. He endeavors to awaken the soul to a 
consciousness of immortality, rather than to present an 
argument in its support. Logical arguments avail but 
little while man knows nothing of eternal life in his 
experience. Jesus calls man directly to that spiritual 
resurrection which prepares him to look upon death 
and the grave as having no victory, and no sting, for 
the living soul. One thing alone was necessaiy ; that 
men shoidd come forth from the graves of sin. Then 
the spirit of truth within their hearts, that blessed 
Comforter, would whisper an assurance to remove all 
their doubts. 

Here we see the process by which Jesus brings life 
and immortality to light. He declares the truth in¬ 
deed, in his words; and the trusting disciple rests upon 
that assurance, when nothing more may be seen. But 
he gives a higher vision still. When we regard him aa 
the one divinely given example of the life of the souly 
we perceive how this great doctrine of immortality may 
become clear to the actual consciousness of the hearts 
We see how the soul may be raised above the gloom 
of the shadow of death. The idea of an existence 
beyond the grave has always been present, in some 
form, in the mind of the race. Often it has been only 
as a flickering ray of hope in the night of sorrow. Still 
13 
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its light has fallen, never perhaps to be utterly extin¬ 
guished, upon all the graves in which men have laid 
those who were most dear to their heart. But it did 
not practically change the face of death. Death was 
the king of terrors still. It was viewed as an angel of 
destruction, and not the angel of mercy who takes all 
the children of the race in his arms, and bears them to 
the Father’s throne. But the victory of the grave is 
past when we look up to Jesus as the true example of 
the spirit’s life. In that divine humanity, life and im¬ 
mortality are indeed brought to light. We see the soul 
entering upon a true spiritual resurrection; proving 
itself* to be a partiiker of the divine nature, and there¬ 
fore a sharer of its endless life. The whole creation 
groaned for one such manifestation. The world had not 
seen it. It could not have seen it through the cloud of 
sin which shrouded, more or less, every child of the 
race. But in the light from the life of the sinless one, 
the truth becomes plain. That wonderful being whom 
I perceive to be my brother, according to liis own bles¬ 
sed word, is so pure, and so divine, that he also seems 
to be my God. And I believe that liis last loving 
prayer declares the destiny and end of all spiritual 
beings; “ that they who believe may till be one, as thou, 
Father, art in me, and I in thee; that they also may be 
one in us, and be with me where I am.” Is not that a 
Gospel of joy to blinded, crushed human nature; a 
Gospel which must make earth and heaven glad ? And 
will not its revelations of life and love become familiar 
thoughts, as sympathy with the soul of Jesus becomes 
deep and living? The countenances of men are in¬ 
stantly changed by its revelations. They are not 
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children of the dust, but children of God. They have 
prodigally wandered, indeed, and have been feeding 
with the swine. Yet they may return, in that self- 
abasing penitence and love to which many sins shall be 
forgiven, to enter upon an enduring fellowship with 
Jesus. Morning breaks upon the tomb when such a 
revelation comes; a morning to which no night shall 
succeed. Thanks be to God who hath given us the 
victory through our Lord Jesus Christ.” 

We often ask, with trembling hearts, for proofs of 
this doctrine of the soul’s immortality. We need them 
to confirm our often wavering, and almost vanishing 
faith. We may not realize it, but the proofs which 
practically sustain the soul, are found in whatever 
brings us into union with the spirit of Jesus. Nothing 
else can write the truth within the heart, that it 
may become an ever-present light amidst the decays of 
time. Every victory over passion, every successful 
struggle to break the chain of sin, brings a new and 
living witness of the possibility of so divine a destiny. 
Indeed, altliough it may appear, and is, a sentiment too 
vague to be named as a reliance for the heart, yet 
every thing which deeply moves the spirit, tends to 
waken the consciousness of an immortal life. The 
majesty of Nature amid scenes of grandeur or of tumult, 
calls forth the conviction of something in the soul more 
majestic far than they; a power of thought and life 
which takes up the isles as a very little thing. The 
great works of genius which remain unharmed 
through revolutions of centuries and empires, whisper 
of the greater mind which fashioned them, which must 
be more enduring than themselves. And the appre- 
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dating lieart feels the assurance of its relationship to 
that exalted and enduring mind. These, and many 
other ministries, awaken thoughts that transcend the 
bounds of time, and wander through eternity. 

But we turn from these things to meditate again upon 
the more perfect assurance. Would you gain a bright 
faith in immortality ? Dwell in the life of lowly prayer 
till your intimate relationship to God becomes a fixed 
and present thought. Live in ‘that immutability of 
principle which treads the world’s enticements beneath 
its feet. This practical assurance of immortality, the 
proof which growls from the life of the heart, may be 
manifest to those who know nothing of human "wisdom, 
but who humbly dwell in the divine love. It may be 
hidden from the wise and prudent, while it is revealed 
to babes. It is perceived anew in every increase of 
fervent feeling, in every manifestation of the pow'er of 
the soul in the lives of those around us. God has 
blessed the world with many such confirmations of its 
truth. They are found in that sweet spirit of trust 
which triumphs amid the wastings of disease; which 
clothes the face with a heavenly beauty as it loses its 
earthly bloom, and causes the decays of nature to seem 
like a gradual and bright ascension. They are found 
in the histories of holy men who have kept the faith; 
in those who were ready to be offered up, and who 
gloried in their martyrdom. And when we commune 
with this cloud of witnesses, and receive something of 
their spirit, especially w^hen w^e commune with him 
from whom they, and we alike, receive the truest inspi¬ 
ration, we can look up from the grave where we have 
laid child or Mend, in the strong agony of human 
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grief, with an unfaltering trust. Then can we say, 
“ He is not here, but is risen; and hath ascended to his 
Father and our Father; to his God and our God.” 

It is good to meditate upon this inward assurance 
which grows ever more clear and bright, as the spirit of 
Jesus regenerates the soul. But th? question arises 
amidst such meditations, is there no positive assurance 
for men while still in a comparatively unspiritual life ? 
We cannot look, a multitude exclaim, we cannot look 
with this clear sight directly into the spiritual world. 
Is there nothing that may place our feet upon a rock 
which the waves of time cannot overwhelm ? Thanks 
be forever given, God imparts to our spiritual infancy 
the instruction which it needs. The declarations of 
Jesus, the words of him who was clothed in the majesty 
of wisdom and of miracle, come to the yet undeveloped 
soul, like the words of a friend upon whom we impli¬ 
citly rely. Here the trusting heart may rest, even 
before the inward witness has clearly spoken. And this 
reliance may often become the first impulse to that 
spiritual life whose oonfirmations are so clear and 
precious. This may be the basis on which it rests. Yet 
blessed as may be the work of this outw’ard sanction, 
indispensable as it may be to give stability to faith, we 
only state the conviction of all believing hearts when 
we say, that its proper office is only to quicken to a true, 
spiritual life, and the assurance which is thus obtained. 
It is comparatively valueless when it stands alone. 
And therefore it is, that no process of argument, no 
merely outward reliance alone, no mere faith in the fact 
that Jesus rose from the dead, ever brought a confidence 
that could stand unshaken when the rushing tides of 
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grief were beating upon it. This external authority 
may be indispensable as the foundation for a better life, 
and a spiritual hope. But this alone is futile, and 
vanishes into air, in the hour of greatest need. 

It is easy to see why our faith is so faint and dim. 
It is easy to see%'hy immortality is a dream, and hea¬ 
ven an empty name. It is not strange that our strength 
should fail under the burdens of ealamity, and that our 
faith should have no power to wipe away these gushing 
tears. The mere study of the record of the Redeemer’s 
life and ministry, although it should lead us to feel an 
entire certainty respecting his resurrection, will not 
remove this practical difficulty, or give substance to our 
hope. The evil is far deeper. The soul has not lived 
in a spiritual life until spiritual truths, affections, joys, 
have become great realities. The existence of a spir¬ 
itual world has not thus been attested by experience. 
This mortal will not put on immortality, until, in a 
practical and abiding conviction, death is swallowed up 
in victory. A purely spiritual life is described as a 
state in which “ there shall be no more death.” The * 
wise man seeks at once this all-triumphant spirit. He 
strives to gain the true and spiritual resurrection by 
communion with the life of the Son of God, until he 
can realize in his own experience the joyful declaration, 
that “ whosoever liveth^ and believeth in me, shall never 
die.” 

February 6 , 1842 . 
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IMMORTALITY OF THE HUMAN HEART. 


Jesus saith unto her, mart, she turned herself, ^vnd saith 
UNTO ursi, rabboni, which is to say, master. —John xx. 16. 

The text tells us how Jesus made himself known to 
Mary Magdalene after his resurrection. She lingered 
by the deserted sepulchre, exclaiming amidst her tears, 
They have taken away my Lord, and I know not 
where tliej have laid him.” Jesus himself came near 
unobserved, and addressed her. But she was still 
gazing in grief and wonder upon the tomb, and did not 
instantly recognize his voice. He then repeated the 
simple name, Mary. And by that one word, spoken in 
the same tone of affection which had so often greeted 
her ear before his crucifixion, the wonderful and en¬ 
rapturing secret was revealed. At once she prostrated 
herself at his feet iu such intensity of joy that she could 
only exclaim, “ Rabboni, which is to say. Master.” 

When we read the simple accounts of the Redeemer’s 
resurrection, we are profoundly impressed by the per- 
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feet harmony between the character of the risen Lord 
and the spirit which was manifested in every word and 
act throughout his ministry. Jesus is rej^resented as 
appearing only in a few instances between his resurrec¬ 
tion and his ascension. The accounts of these appear¬ 
ances are extremely brief.^ But they are marked by a 
wonderful and unpretending simplicity which at once 
commands our reverence, and which it seems impossible 
for the art of man to imitate. In each word of Jesus 
the same pure spirit breaks upon us with the clearness 
of the sunbeam as it suddenly lights up the thickly 
clouded sky. He speaks to Mary; and the same divine 
love which had gained her whole heart, and caused her 
to linger by the cross, and to come early to the tomb to 
embalm the body with spices and with tears, — the 
same spirit which she had loved before, reveals itself to 
her view. He appears to Peter; sinning, yet repenting 
Peter; so fallen, and yet so true; whom the question 
of the maid-servant in the Judgment-hall frightened 
into the denial of his Lord, and whom one glance of 
grieved love melted into tears of contrition. And how 
wonderfully is the character of the Son of Gk)d rev%aled 
his unbending strictness and his divine compassion, 
also, in the thrice repeated question, “ Simon, lovest 
thou me ?” — that the erring disciple might re-alfirm his 
love as oft as he had uttered his denial. He breaks 
bread in the presence of the two disciples who walked 
with him to Emmaus, as he luul often broken it before. 
How much is told in the simple declaration that he was 
instantly “ known to them ” in the breaking of bread! 
He appears to the disciples when gathered together to 
give them their commission. And then, in accordance 
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with the feeling which enfolded the Samaritans in the 
embrace of fraternal love, ai^d saw the children of the 
same Father everywhere, he says, “ Go into all the 
world, and preach the Gospel to every creature.” But 
we need not adduce additional instances. Indeed, this 
singular harmony of spirit is not to be described. It is 
felt when we read and mecfitate. Then we see that each 
declaration of the risen Lord manifests the same love 
that characterized the once living Jesus. His counte¬ 
nance wears the same expression which it wore before 
the stillness of the tomb settled upon his features. The 
chill of the grave has not destroyed one deep personal 
affection. Death has come and passed; death in all its 
agony, — lingering, torturing crucifixion. Yet it has 
left no trace of its power. It was only a momentary 
ripple upon the serenest sea. The same garment covers 
the earthly and the risen life of the blest Redeemer. It 
is a coat without a seam. Death indeed seems to be 
abolished when the same life greets me from beyond 
the tomb. Where then is the sting of death ? Where 
the victory of the grave ? 

The same Jesus that spoke in the homes of Palestine, 
that lived, and loved, and suffered, returns. He bears 
the impress of the same heart, as his hands and his side 
bear the marks of the nails and of the spear. The fact 
suggests a conception of the si)iritual world which it is 
delightful to cherish. Let us attempt to gain a glimpse 
of its nature, and of the hopes which it confirms. 

Men err in two opposite ways in their speculations 
respecting the future world. Some supj)ose that the 
future life is entirely different from the present. They 
look to that hidden land where the trusting rest in the 
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bosom of faitli, and imagine tliat a vast chasm yawns 
between them and us, over which the characteristics of 
humanity can never pass. They disconnect the present 
and the future, the life of earth and of heaven. They 
habitually feel, and almost affirm, that the elements of 
this higher existence can never be manifested amidst 
earthly scenes; and that the elements of the earthly 
life can never endure and shine amidst the more spir¬ 
itual glories of the heavens. They do not regard the 
visible and the invisible world as different parts of one 
whole, but as radically opposite in nature. And they 
look upon the passage into that unseen realm as some¬ 
thing more than a mere transition into new scenes. It 
is rather a re-construction, a new creation, of the spirit 
itself, to prepare it for a new and wholly different 
sphere. 

Others tend towards the opposite mistake. They 
regard the future as too nearly resembling the present 
being. It is not a spiritual resemblance alone of which 
they conceive. Human thought cannot exaggerate that 
resemblance; for the nobler elements which glorify 
true souls on earth are identical with the divine life of 
heaven. But they conceive of a future which too nearly 
resembles the outward, earthly part of present exist¬ 
ence. Imagination has often pictured heaven as con¬ 
sisting chiefly of outward splendors. It has dreamed 
of the golden streets,, and the glittering crowns, of the 
New Jerusalem, as if they were essential parts of its 
glorious life. The idea of intense outward delight, such 
as the world can never impart, has given the form and 
the character to all its visions. Strange that man should 
dream of outward beauty as constituting a heaven for 
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the soul. Though he gain the whole world, he'cannot 
silence, or satisfy its longings. Amidst the greatest pro¬ 
digality of external gifts, man experienees the same 
undying thirst, and cries for water to cool his burning 
tongue. The fancied splendors of heaven eould never 
satisfy his infinite desires. Those desires find their only 
rest in the infinite love of God. 

In his imaginations of the future, man has sometimes 
carried the senses across the river of death. But 
this mistake is too gross to remain with a spiritual faith. 
The more frequent mistake consists in supposing that 
the characteristic affections of the human heart, which 
are built u}) in the closest relationships of present life, 
will be weakened, or left behind, when the soul crosses 
the mysterious flood. There is a theory of the future 
world which is too abstractly spiritual. It not only sup¬ 
poses that the body sleeps forever in the grave, but it 
regards these strong and tender personal affections, the 
manifold ties of earthly friendship, the wreaths of bless¬ 
ed feeling that crown existence here with beauty, as 
destined to perish at the door of the tomb. It considers 
them as merely the attributes of our earthly life. 'When 
the spirit rises it must leave them behind, as the risen 
Liord left the gi'ave clothes when he ascended from the 
sepulchre. All ])ersonal attachments and remembrances 
must be outgrown in that impersonal, purely spiritual 
existence. "When we are children pf earth we must think 
and feel as children. But when we rise into the higher 
state in which every lower affection is swallowed up in a 
supreme, absorbing love of God, the remembrance of the 
previous relationships of the heart will be outgrown, as 
the toys of infancy are outgrown when we become men. 



204 IMMOBTALITT OF THE HUMAN HEABT* 


Some, indeed, have carried this impersonal idea fbiv 
ther still. They have insisted that it presents the true 
law, the divine ideal, of our present life. They have 
called the special affection of earthly homes a low and 
partial sentiment, and insisted that the heart ought to 
cherish an equal love towards every member of the 
vast family of God. Man may maintain such a theory 
in hours of cold and abstract thought. But when his 
heart is once awakened to love, he instantly rejects such 
philosophical speculations. We refer to them now, 
however, to say that they are not to be rejected, if the 
future is a state of impersonal feeling, such as some 
imagine it to be. The grand, and only just aim of 
earthly existence, is ^ to make this world an image of 
the heavens. We must pray, and labor, that the will 
of God may be done on earth, as it is done in heaven. 
The law of the future, higher life, should be now ac¬ 
cepted and obeyed. If these filial and fraternal attach¬ 
ments, if these pure earthly friendships do not survive 
in the life of the resurrection, let us now begin to de¬ 
stroy them in our breasts. Let the sweet bonds which 
make home the place of special joy now be rent. 
Crucify these deep, yet tempting personal affections. 
Remember the declaration, If thy right eye offend 
thee, pluck it out and cast it from thee.” If the truly 
spiritual idea of life requires that we should “leave 
father and mother, brother and sister, wife and child,” 
in this stern sense of the word, take up that cross in 
unfaltering obedience. It must be a sin to cherish, or 
to tolerate, the imperfections, the unspiritual tendencies, 
which the soul must leave behind, in order to enter into 
a higher world. 
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I receive a better doctrine when I read the record of 
the Redeemer’s resurrection. The man Christ Jesus 
rose when the Son of God burst the gates of the tomb. 
Instead of supposing that this cold, impersonal spirit 
ought to become our law on earth, we do not believe that 
it is the law of the heavenly world. Our particular 
affections will survive in our future being. They will 
not remain in their undue, and often unbalanced mani¬ 
festation, to exclude even the love of Christ and of 
God. Still they are indestructible elements of the soul. 
The love which spoke to Mary when she anointed the 
feet of Jesus, and washed them with her tears, in the 
fulness of her penitence, must have survived to speak 
to her in the heavenly world with equal fervor. The 
disciples would not have recognized their Lord when he 
arose, if he had not manifested the same peculiar affec¬ 
tion for* his chosen friends and followers. They would 
not have recognized their Lord, if he had not spoken 
in the same love to John who formerly leaned upon 
his breast. The marks of the nail and of the spear 
would not have convinced them of his identity, if the 
peculiar features of his soul had been obliterated. 
Humanity rises from the tomb; the sympathies, the 
affections, the purer friendships, the nobler feelings 
which make up the best life, and the enduring charm, 
of human nature. Humanity rises from the tomb; 
not dispossessed of its heart, but with the same heart 
quickened to an intenser life, and clinging more ten¬ 
derly to those who had been most fondly cherished in 
the days of earthly existence. These better sympathies 
do not perish. They are strengthened and forever 
glorified. 
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The same Jesus who was slain ascends from the 
sepulchre. Indeed, we cherish the idea that we shall 
never realize the depth and power of these pure friend¬ 
ships, these particular affections, until we enter upon 
the life of the resurrection. The central life of the 
spiritual world must be a pure, transcending love of 
God; a love beyond what eye hath seen, and heart 
hath now conceived. But what is this absorbing love 
of God? How must it be manifested? Will it anni¬ 
hilate and swallow up the affections which unite kindred 
souls? There can be no such clashing between the 
great and indestructible tendencies of our nature. 
Christianity teaches that, “ He who loveth God, must 
love his brother also.” The natural manifestation of 
this central, spiritual love, is the affection which flows 
out towards indi^dual hearts. If this central fountain 
be deep, the streams Inust be full. Here is a laW which 
must reign in all spheres of spiritual existence. 

“Ah ! this is the bliss of the mansions above, 

To stand near the throne, as the angels of love.” 

The special affections of the human heart will be 
purified from their earthliness when they become sim¬ 
ple outpourings of the supreme love of God. They 
will be free from the selfishness which often pervades 
the friendships of earth, and perverts our apparently 
disinterested attachments. But when the dross is 
purged away, the pure gold will shine with new 
lustre. The spiritual ties will become more intense 
when all earthly admixtures are removed. Indeed, 
the glory of this pure, celestial love of God, is mani¬ 
fested in the fulfilment of the innumerable ministries 
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of mercy which are permitted to finite spirits in this all- 
beneficent Providence. We do not know how many 
new relationships of feeling they may form in their as¬ 
cending life. Yet every new relationship will increase 
their capacity of love. They will embrace old objects 
of affection with greater fervor for every new tie which 
they may form. The transient unions, the superficial 
attachments of the world, will then pass away. They 
are fast passing now. But those which are true and 
deep, must be eternal. They shall shine like the stars 
forever and ever. 

The risen and the once living Jesus are one. Every 
earthly and sensual attribute of being must decay in the 
grave. It can destroy nothing more. The narrow 
stream of death is not like the fabled river of Lethe. 
The soul does not drink the waters of oblivion when it 
passes over it, and wash away from the memory all the 
feelings and relationships of the past. Transient feel¬ 
ings are left behind, but the inherent attributes of the 
spirit remain. Our theme, indeed, affords a basis for 
startling admonitions as well as for joyful hopes. The 
same Jesus whom the disciples had loved, arose. 
Death does not chill the blessed sympathies of hu¬ 
manity. Neither does it open new fountains of feel¬ 
ing and life. There was no new expression upon the 
countenance of the Redeemer when he came from the 
grave to look again upon his devoted followers. What 
had been, appeared again. Death can neither destroy 
nor create. The chill of the grave cannot cause plants 
of righteousness to grow which had not previously 
begun to live. There is no magic in the tomb to change 
the stained garments of earth into pure and spotless 
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robes. The transition into another sphere of being 
cannot be a regeneration. The streams of spiritual 
joy in the life of ascended souls took their rise on earth, 
in the mountain-heights of self-denying virtue to which 
they bravely climbed, bearing the cross upon their 
shoulder. They were poured along the paths of pres¬ 
ent life with an often obstructed, yet constant flow. 
And, therefore, they now become living wells, pure as 
the crystal sea around the throne. The silent sepulchre 
possesses no power to save. 

We do not forget the serious aspect of our theme. 
But we dwell upon the hopes which it confirms. We 
look up to the heaven which it reveals. The wia» 
Christ Jesus re-appears. Every thing that is lovely 
here will be seen again. Not one true affection can 
perish. Death is not that great change in the nature 
of our being which some have imagined it to be. I 
meditate upon the great company of the departed. I 
think in sadness of the lost who were once clasped to 
the heart. I go to their graves to Lear the declaration 
of Christian faith, “ They are not here, but are risen.” 
And what has risen ? Are these risen souls the same 
whom we knew on earth? The same Jesus arose. 
What has risen? All that was true and lovely in 
friendship, all that was generous and noble in the hearts 
that were once enshrined in the decaying dust, all that 
made human affections tender and holy and deep. 
These risen spirits have not parted with their iden¬ 
tity, and lost the power to recognize me again. They 
seem rather to call me again by name as of old, in the 
silence of meditation. They speak as Jesus spoke to 
Mary while weeping by the tomb. What has risen? 
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Not a form of life which breaks the previous ties of the 
heart, or severs its connection with those who still re¬ 
main on earth. It is expressively and beautifully said, 
“Jesus ever liveth to make intercession for us.” The 
spirit which found its joy in perpetual ministries of 
mercy on earth, will not cease to act upon us when it 
ascends into closer communion with the God of love. 
The devotion that prayed and pleaded for us on earth, 
prays and pleads the more in a spiritual world. The 
gulf between the present and the future is not so broad 
as men have often dreamed. 

The saints on earth, and those above, 

■ But one communion make ;— 

One family, we dwell in Him ; 

One church above, beneath ; 

Though now divided by the stream, 

The narrow stream of death.” 

What has risen ? Come and see the same Jesus re¬ 
appearing to greet his followers. Behold in that fact 
the image of a truth which reason and Christianity 
alike confirm. Come and see, and fear the grave no 
more. It is forever unsealed. Do not fear it when 
friends go down into its silence. It cannot destroy the 
friendships which have been deep and true. Do not 
fear it when you draw near to its gates, except as sin- 
fblness must fear both life and death. Do not fear it, 
except as unrest, unreconciliation of heart, which is 
itself perdition, must fear, when it remembers that it 
must carry its undying worm wherever it may go. 
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XIX. 


ACTION, NOT REPOSE, THE HEAVENLY REST. 


They rest not day nob night.— Beyelation iv. 8. 

Men often speak of the life of heaven with rapturous 
hope, although they do not possess distinct or rational 
<K)nceptions of its nature or character. They invest it 
with every conceivable charm. They use the word 
Heaven ** as the symbol of every thing that is fair and 
lovely to the imagination. Throughout every form of 
his discipline, man anticipates, in heaven, the particular 
deliverance or triumph for which he longs. When 
burdened by the toil of life, he rejoices in the hope of 
heavenly repose. When tried by questions which he 
eannot answer, he anticipates the light which heaven 
will pour upon the mysteries of Providence and of life. 
WTien saddened by vicissitude, or racked by grief, he 
imagines the enduring joys of a world of unbrok^ 
peace. As the Jew of old, amidst his wanderings and 
captivities, was cheered by the hope of a coming Mes¬ 
siah, so, amidst the difficulties and sorrows of present 
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life, man is clieered by the hope of a deliverance in 
heaven. Yet when we scrutinize these expressions of 
praise and hope, and attempt to discover their basis, 
they often seem to vanish into a dim and unsubstantiid 
vision. Sometimes the Christian does not more clearly 
apprehend the nature of the heaven of which he sings, 
than the Jew apprehended the character of the expected 
Messiah whose praise he chanted. To many, heaven is 
a vague splendor. It is a glorious imagination; not a 
substantial, well-defined conception. By rapturous ex¬ 
clamations, men frequently attempt to compensate for 
the absence of clear and positive thought. They talk 
of the City of God, with its jewelled walls, its pearly 
gates, its golden streets, its brilliant crowns, until they 
are dazzled and blinded by these conceptions of out¬ 
ward splendor, and do not distinctly perceive the nature 
of its employments, or the character of its life. 

It is unfortunate that our ideas of heaven should be 
ocmfused and dim. Clear, well-established convictions 
of its nature, would invest it with a new reality, and 
give to it a greater power to overcome present tempta¬ 
tions. It is the proper office of the imagination to adorn 
the idea of heaven with every charm that can attract 
the heart But, first, there must be the distinct idea 
itself, to furnish a foundation upon which the imagina¬ 
tion may build its bright and glorious conceptions. 
Then heaven would appear real both to the mind and 
to the heart. It would not seem like an airy vision, a 
mansion of clouds, but like a city built upon a rock, 
with its towers and palaces already discerned from afar, 
reflecting the glorious light; a city upon which the 
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traveller may fix his eyes until he enter its pure and 
beautiful abodes. 

It is unfortunate that our conceptions of heaven should 
be confused and dim, but it is not strange. It is a result 
of the imperfection of our present life. When man 
begins truly to live, he begins to understand the nature 
of the soul’s life, and to receive prophetic hints respect¬ 
ing its future and higher' existence. In the growth of 
the infant tree, we see the germs of its future majesty, 
when it has been nourished by the dews and rains of 
coming years, and its roots have gone down deep into 
the earth, and its branches rise towards the sky. So in 
the true growth of the infant soul, we behold the germs 
of its diviner greatness, when it shall have received the 
dews of heaven in time and in eternity. The veil between 
the present and the future is not a wall of adamant which 
human thought cannot pierce. It becomes like glass 
to living faith. Each new gush of love in the heart 
removes another scale from our eyes. Must not the 
purity of heart which sees God, impart the power to 
see the glorious life for which his accepted children 
may hope ? Must not the man who understands the 
spirit of love in his own experience, who knows the 
nature of the prayer which it breathes and the service 
to which it prompts, be able to look beyond the grave 
to apprehend its future service, and to conceive of its 
heavenly prayer? If there has been no such expe¬ 
rience in the heart, we must be as ignorant concerning 
the life of the spiritual world as the unborn child con¬ 
cerning our life on earth. In one sense there will 
always be mystery in connection with our future exist¬ 
ence. There are mysteries into which even the angels 
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desire to look. Still the future life is not mysterious 
in the unqualified sense in which that term is often 
used. Let us obtain the light which purity of heart 
can give us now. Let us rise into fellowship with the 
Son of Man, who was in heaven while he walked in 
Palestine, before we term that a mystery which may 
only seem impenetrable because our eyes are closed. 

‘‘ They rest not day nor night.” One bright feature 
of the heavenly life is disclosed in the text. The theme 
Irhich it suggests may appear, at first, only to lead to a 
visionary speculation ; but it involves the most strictly 
practicial truths. It unfolds to our view the central life, 
the law and the heart, of heaven. The difference be¬ 
tween the present and the future world is not, that this 
world is a place of work and labor, and the future a 
scene of repose, a couch of down. The difference 
is, that in the future the mind will never slumber, and 
activity will become more intense. The deep waters of 
affection in the human heart do not stagnate when the 
spirit enters into a nobler world. There the fountains of 
feeling will be really broken up, and its streams be 
poured forth in a previously unimagined strength, to 
fill every channel of action into which an inexhaustible 
love can flow. The touch of the angel of death does not 
paralyze the soul as it benumbs the body. It sends the 
body to its eternal sleep ; but it imparts to the spirit an 
electric fire. In proportion as future scenes excel the 
present in every imaginable charm, so the heavenly life 
transcends the earthly in every noble work. In com¬ 
parison with the intense activities of heaven, the majestic 
labors of earth will appear like the sports of childhood. 
The difference between the present and the future, we 
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repeat, is not that here is action, and hereafter, repose. 
There is no night in the heavenly world. The tired 
mind, wearied now with the effort to grasp great truths 
of God, exhausted by the attempt to climb to nobler 
heights of knowledge, need not slumber there. The 
heart worn now by the depth of its feeling, by iha out¬ 
pouring of its strong affections, need not seek refresh¬ 
ment there in unconscious sleep. There the gates 
need not be closed, that the exhausted springs may 
again be filled. There the “tired wing” need not 
fold itself to rest. It will not be wearied, and will 
require no rest. But, on and on, the soul will fiy, 
strengthened and refreshed in its course, in an eternal 
approximation towards the mind of Gk>d. 

This is not a vision of fancy merely. The specula* 
tion rests upon a simple and unalterable law. The 
ladder by which we climb towards it is securely fixed 
upon the ground. It is only by intense activity that 
man’s nature can be developed. As the arm gains 
vigor by daily toil, so the mind increases its power by 
laborious thought The burred talent is not taken away 
by an arbitrary judgment. We behold the law by 
which that judgment comes when we see the idle 
hand become weak and withered. But to “ him that 
hath, shall be given.” New energy is the result of 
toil. Here is a glorious law whose full promise is ex¬ 
pressed in the words of Scripture which invite us to 
become “ Heirs of God, and joint heirs with Christ.” 
The ancient sentence which condemned fallen man to 
labor, revealed the process to reinstate him in the lost 
Eden. Humanity becomes divine by the development 
of the powers which toil secures. How deeply laid in 
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the nature of man are these divine words of Jesus 
which call us to a service of unwearied love, to a tire¬ 
less philanthrophy I What a sublime fact is covered 
by the expression, “It is more blessed to give than 
to receive.” There is a fearful depth of meaning in the 
declaration, “That the soul that sinneth,” against this 
law of growth, “ shall die.” But when man pours 
forth the treasures of his mind and heart in ministries 
of love, when he thus truly lives, in the blessed words 
of Jesus, “ he shall never die! ” 

Can the inaction which brings death on.earth, become 
glory and life in heaven ? God has not ordained that 
two conflicting principles shall produce the same result. 
The law of growth which we now begin to und^stand, 
will be revealed hereafter in an unimagined clearness. 
What spiritual elements possess such intense activity as 
those that enter into our conceptions of the heavenly 
life! What is so active as thought ? Who can con¬ 
ceive* the rapidity of its flight, when it is unincumbered 
by,'or outgrows, its fleshly wing? What is so swift as 
love to do its darling work ? The great law of activ¬ 
ity still reigns above; thought and love develop there 
their supernatural energies; and, therefore, heaven 
always gushes out in new springs of life — in a full 
flow of power and blessedness. “ They rest not day nor 
night.” 

The idea of a more intense activity in the heavenly 
world is based upon the immutable law of the moral 
universe. Notwithstanding the different opinions which 
have seemed to prevail, men still predict this activity 
as the characteristic of a higher spiritual life. The 
name which is applied to spirits in heaven is proof that 



216 


AOTION, NOT BEPOSEi 


the true conception has always lived in the heart of 
man. We call those spirits angels. 'And what are 
angels but messengers — messengers of God — who 
ceaselessly fly through the heavens to perform the 
errands of the Infinite Love ? We are told that “ Jesus 
ever liveth to make intercession for us.” We instantly 
feel that this declaration gives the true representation 
of the heavenly life of the Son of God. His spirit of 
interceding love could not cease its pleadings when he 
ascended. His heart could not cease to beat. No 
shroud could enrobe his soul in deathly stillness. No 
sepulchre of stone could imprison ^lis untiring • symr 
pathy. Death would be the fearful event which man 
has sometimes supposed if it destroyed the character¬ 
istic features of the soul, as it destroys the garment of 
flesh in which it is clad on earth. The last prayer of 
Jesus before his crucifixion, and his first word when he 
rises from the sepulchre, breathe the same spirit; and 
when we hear him tell the disciples to “preach the 
Gospel to every creature,” we know that he “ ever 
liveth to make intercession for us.” A similar convic¬ 
tion is felt when any true spirit leaves the world. The 
life of purity and love which was manifested on earth 
becomes the image of the life in heaven. The great 
company of the faithful and true who have departed, 
the cloud of witnesses, are not inactive spectators of 
the unfolding of the Father’s purposes. They do not 
stand still, idly to adore. They have a share in the 
grand work of the development of this universe of living 
souls. As each spirit approximates towards the Father 
it can repeat the words of Jesus, “ My father worketh 
Jiitherto, and I work.” They have ceased to bear the 
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cross which was borne amid earthly labors, because the 
cross has done its work, and bestowed the spiritual 
energy which it imparts to all who bear it with con¬ 
senting heart. But this divine activity of being which 
is fully bom when the earthly cross has been outgrown, 
constitutes their life and joy. Once they fainted in 
their labors. In heaven, they faint no more. The 
Church above, and the Church beneath, are animated 
by the same spirit, and engaged in the same glorious 
work. Let not those despond who strive on earth to 
accomplish great works of love. They do not labor 
alone. All spirits are laboring with them. Let them 
not despond if human sympathy does not cheer them. 
A cloud of sympathizing witnesses compass them about. 
Let them not fear when the toil appears too great for 
mortal strength, and wearied nature demands repose. 
Those heavenly spirits “rest not day nor night.” 
Heaven and earth work together, and their united 
strength must overcome the gates of hell. 

We are not hastening to a world of repose, but to a 
scene of more glorious action. This is a clear deduc¬ 
tion from the great law of spiritual existence, and it 
suggests the central idea in our conceptions of our 
future being. If we attempt to develop this general 
truth into minute particulars, and ask what special 
forms of action exist in heaven, no human wisdom can 
answer. Speculation can only venture cautiously to 
explore that unseen realm of life. We know, indeed, 
that the works of heaven must be redeeming works. 
There are loftier and lower spirits in its divine society; 
and they must delight mutually to communicate their 
thoughts of truth and light, and to aid each other in 
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ascending the mount of spiritual perfection and of glory. 
The progress of heaven must be gained by this out* 
pouring of spiritual energy and life. And we need not 
suppose that this beneficent activity is limited to that 
heavenly society. How intently the spirits now in 
heaven must look upon the strivings of men! Who 
can say that those who were once connected with ns 
here do not still come as messengers to us ? Must they 
not long to come! With their divine vision they see 
through our present strifes, as we now see through the 
difi&cuHies which clouded our childhood’s days. Th^ 
perceive that the trials that seem to us so great, are 
necessary agencies to unlock the secrets of our strength. 
Must they not rejoice to aid us! Sometimes we fed 
that we are encircled by these glorious helpers. 
Whence come these better thoughts, these quickening 
impulses, these whispers of truth? Parent, child, 
friend, who can say that you do not bring these hea¬ 
venly influences ? This may be only a fancy. Yet if 
it be a fancy, it is certainly a harmless one. And 
often, each heavenly impulse seems to possess a new 
power, when we think of the beloved spirits who may 
bear it to the soul. 

Still, although such speculations may be wholly base¬ 
less, although we may be unable to form a picture of 
the employments in the Father’s mansions, we can con¬ 
fidently revert to the great principle which has been 
presented. It is a world of intense activity to which 
we are hastening. And is it asked, “ Where then can 
be its rest ? ” Its rest is found in its glorious activity. 
The declaration of Jesus, ‘‘ My meat is to do the will of 
the Father in heaven,” reveals the source of the joy of 
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heaven. This is not mysticism, although it may won¬ 
derfully, fearfully, transcend the general experience of 
men. This secret of heaven is shadowed forth in the 
experience, of every human heart. What are the mo¬ 
ments of highest bliss on earth ? They are the mo¬ 
ments in which man exerts every energy in the services 
of love. What joy is so deep as that which is gained 
amidst labors and sacrifices for those who are most 
dear! Heaven is not gained by release from duty. It 
consists in the love of duty itself. What was once a 
toil is changed into our chief delight. Duty is trans¬ 
figured by the power of love. Can any joy in heaven 
be so great as the joy of fulfilling God’s designs of 
grace, of becoming a messenger to bear the gifts of the 
infinite benignity to other spirits, or to distant worlds ? 
Can any bliss transcend the bliss of becoming a breath 
d life to another soul, a healer of its diseases, an angel 
of the Spirit to begin, or to perfect, its regeneration ? 
Can any work be more divine than the work of staying 
the fountains of sin and woe that have poured out their 
desolating fioods upon the earth; the work of rescuing 
the fallen, and bringing back the lost, amidst the joy of 
heaven over the repenting ones ? ‘‘ They rest not day 

nor night.” The rest is in the divine work itself. If 
the work should cease, the bliss of heaven must fail. 

Let man contemplate this higher life of untiring 
immortal love, both in hope and in fear. When we 
picture heaven to our imagination, and behold its spirit 
embodied before our eyes, we can instantly discover 
whether we are now assuming the heavenly robes. 
How often man should contemplate the life of heaven 
with fear! He speaks of the rest that awaits him in 
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the grave. What is the nature of that rest for which 
be sighs? Does he look for rest from glorious works 
of duty, from the eternal law of responsibility which 
demands the highest activity of every pow^, or a rest 
from the strife against temptations which have not yet 
been overcome ? Then this expected couch of ease may 
prove to be a bed of thorns. Rest from temptations that 
have not been overcome! We can gain no rest from 
them except in a perfect victory. The angels do not 
come and minister to the soul in sweetest communkm, 
until the tempters have departed. Rest from duties 
that we do not love! God is too merciful to suffer man 
to be at rest in that unreconciliation. Rest in the 
grave! There are not two Gods in this moral universe, 
and man does not enter a dominion which is controlled 
by different laws, when he goes down to the tomb. K 
he makes his bed in hell, Gk)d is there. Man is " shut 
up unto faith ” in this grand law of spiritual being. A 
life of inaction, here or hereafter, cannot bring rest 
Such a life is forever haunted by the sense of obliga¬ 
tions which are unmet. It hears perpetual echoes of 
the condemning judgment of God. A life of duty that 
we have not learned to love, here or hereafter, cannot 
bring rest. For as the duty becomes enlarged, the 
inward opposition becomes more keen and deep. We 
find our only possible repose in that spiritual condition 
in which we choose the work that Go4 commands. 
Then our heaven is built upon foundations that are 
secure as the eternal Throne. 

Let man’s vain expectations vanish when he remem¬ 
bers the principle in the text. But when he begins to 
find joy in truth or in works of God, let him look up- 
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ward in assured and rejoicing hope. Let him con¬ 
template the scenes in which the weariness of the flesh 
shall never check the impulses of the heart. Let him 
imagine the state in which the veils which here obstruct 
the sight shall be rent in twain. What glorious influ¬ 
ences, what divine instructions, are there I The soul is 
quickened and expanded here when it draws near to 
the wise and good, and catches their living words. And 
when Apostles, martyrs, saints of every age and clime, 
shall circle round the spirit, never resting, day nor 
night, in their ministry of love, — when it lives in the 
united radiance of innumerable angels of light, — when 
it draws near to the Master himself, and joins in the 
heavenly ascription, “Worthy is the Lamb,”—what 
glorious inspirations shall animate and exalt it! The 
spirits already ascended rest not day nor night, in their 
flight towards a purer life and a more godlike joy. Rest 
not thou, O man, day or night, in the endeavor to gain 
the preparation for admission into this redeemed fellow¬ 
ship above, that thou mayest inherit its joy and peace. 


Pegembsb 17,1848. 
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A SPIRIT PASSED BEFORE MT FACE ; BUT I QOULD EOT DIBCSIOI 
THE FORM THEREOF : THERE WAS SILEKGB, AHD I TTKARP A 
VOICE.— Job iv. 16, 16. 

The disciples of one religious sect speak of a spirit- 
world which they regard as existing behind and within 
this world of matter. The outward world is filled, in* 
terpenetrated, by spiritual forces and spiritual fiirms. 
Between that spirit-world, and this outward world, as they 
suppose, there is a perfect correspondence. Each object 
in Nature is the effect, and the mirror, of a particular 
spiritual truth and presence. Each literal declaration of 
truth in the words of prophets, or of the Son of God, con¬ 
tains a higher spiritual truth, waiting to be revealed to 
the awakened soul. Within every human form there is a 
spiritual body whose forces animate this outward frame, 
but which is prepared to live in the spirit-world when¬ 
ever it shall cast aside this garment of dust. Earth 
with all its living forms, the visible heavens with their 
shining worlds and robes of glory, are but shadows of 
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that now invisible, jet present sphere. The spiritual 
world with its glorious company of living souls—de¬ 
parted friends, lowly disciples, the loving and the true 
— is not remote from us. That world is here. Those 
souls are here. All the dead are here; but we are not 
conscious of their presence, because we dwell in the 
flesh. Departed friends move unseen through the 
homes in which their earthly days were passed. We 
live and move amidst the thronging multitudes of the 
spiritual world, though unconscious of the glorious fact^ 
as those who walk in sleep pass through the busy 
throngs of men. The doud of witnesses are here filling 
the paths which we tread. When we lift our hand we 
touch their invisible forms. Communication between 
the spirit-world and this is not impossible. It is a ne¬ 
cessity. The unseen ocean of spiritual life washes all 
the coasts of present being; and the waves and tides 
from afar forever come to brag their reviving in¬ 
fluence to its shores. We cannot see these spiritual 
{brms with mortal eyes. We cannot hear their swift 
wings as they fly on their errands of love and joy. 
Still their spirits pass before our face; and though we 
do not “ discern the form thereof,” yet, in the silence of 
listening reverence, we may hear a voice, speaking 
words of truth, messages of God. 

Such a faith may be called a creation of the imagina¬ 
tion ; a bright, and sweet, though startling fancy, but 
still a dream. And so it may be in some of its details. 
I dare not develop the grand idea of the spiritual life 
into sudi minute particulars. I dare not map the 
scenes of the spiritual world with such precision. I 
four to paint in colors drawn from the present^ the 



224 


TISIONS OP THE SPIBIT-WOBLD. 


unseen majesties of Eternity. Nevertheless, let the 
imagination give form and life to the truth which is 
involved in the representation to which I have referred. 
It is the legitimate office of the imagination to clothe 
the truths which reason accepts in forms that may 
waken our sensibilities, and ‘‘ catch our dull affections 
up.” It is a mistaken and narrow philosophy which 
banishes such representations, and thus renders spiritual 
truths and the spiritual world almost as dim and im¬ 
palpable to the soul as they are to the sense. We need 
to form conceptions that are filled with life; pictures 
even of the spiritual world upon which the heart can 
gaze in love, until the open revelation comes. We need 
to think of the spiritual world in accordance with that 
philosophy which taught men to say Father,” when 
they spoke of God; which gave the revelation of the 
inscrutable One in an image that was most familiar, as 
well as most venerable and most dear; which used 
words drawn from human relations, and held up an 
almost visible form for man to adore and love. That 
philosophy was no merely human wisdom, but flowed 
directly from heaven through the lips of Jesus. Let us 
form some image of the spirit-world and of its rela¬ 
tions to this; for, although we may err in some features 
of the picture, still, if we conceive of that world as all 
around us, and think of its spirit-forms as in all our 
dwellings — of departed associates as still within our 
arms, though all unseen—of ministering spirits as 
coming and going through all the chambers of the soul, 
until we seemed to hear their gentle and assisting 
voices — we cannot over-estimate the closeness of the 
connection between present and invisible scenes. No 
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idea of the intimacy of the possible communications 
between the spiritual world and this can transcend the 
reality. According to some representations, the ima¬ 
gination is bewildered in its attempts to conceive of the 
vastness of their separation. It seems to have no 
wings that are strong enough to bear it over the gulf 
which is supposed to exist betWeen the two worlds. 
But, according to the spirit of a brighter faith, it is ex¬ 
hausted in the attempt to find language to express the 
intimacy and closeness of their union. 

Let us leave the peculiar conceptions of all particular 
systems and consider the doctrine which they attempt 
to embody and enforce. Let us observe the facts 
which may quicken our perception of a truth that 
invests existence with such mingled glory and awe. 
We leave the philosophical proofs of the doctrine, and 
turn to those which flash upon us in the experience of 
life. The philosophical arguments may be conclusive; 
but they are abstract and cold. The evidence of con¬ 
sciousness is bound up with the life of the affections, 
with the profoundest experience of the soul. 

“A spirit passed before my face.” How distinctly 
we are taught by our own experience that the spiritual 
world, with its dazzling revelations, is unspeakably 
near; and that it is often partially unveiling itself to 
our earnest life I Before whose face has a spirit never 
passed? Who has never been arrested by a great 
thought of responsibility, by a vision of the mind of 
Christ, which seemed to be borne in upon the soul with 
unwonted, and almost oppressive power? We do not 
refer to the startling moments of life; to the awe with 
which we stand by the dying and the dead, whose 
15 
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Boul was never thrilled bj the trumpet call of truth? 
Perhaps it came at the parting of the paths when the 
responsibilities of life were first assumed, and the two 
ways — one leading into the midst of tempting indul* 
gences, and t^e other into heroic struggles for noble 
ends — were both presented to the heart for its solemn 
choice. Perhaps it came in the experience of the dif> 
ficulties of life’s pilgrimage. But who has lived so far 
firom truth, and sinned with such desperation, that he 
has never been overwhelmed, at least for the moment, 
by convictions of duty ? They were not tiie habitual 
inmates of the heart, or the natural dO&pring of its 
ruling passion. They were natives of a higher sphme; 
and when they came, they brought fear and trembling 
with their presence. They were hidden from men; 
but they live again in the records of memory. They 
were flashes of light from the world of light. “ A spirit 
passed before our face; ” and though there was mystery 
in its coming, and we could not track its path, or dis- 
•cem the form thereof, though we silenced its solemn 
pleadings, yet we heard and knew its voicel 

Some minds are incredulous in respect to all such 
influences. They scarcely believe in a message from 
the unseen world, unless the messenger appear in bodily 
and startling shape. They want to see the pale forms of 
the sheeted dead before they wUl believe that the 
departed may speak to them. In moments of profound 
feeling there are spiritual experiences which bring a 
conviction as deep as such a visible presence. Recall 
the life long past, the special sin of departed years; 
stand in the place whose associations remind you of 
relations y) a friend or parent now gone to the grave^ 
relations to whicb you were or fiedse;—- 
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think of a transgression against those who were so dear, 
and to whom you can offer no atonement now; — let 
imagination picture their look of gentle reproach in 
these hours of thought until you can almost see their 
actual forms, and a spirit shall seem to pass before your 
fiuse. Such recollections have come to guilty men and 
^ made all their bones to shake,” and ‘‘ the hair of their 
flesh to stand up.” They were conscious of a voice of 
judgment whose tones did not syllable themselves into 
words, but which fell upon their startled souls, and 
called forth a torturing self-reproach. They were 
solemn echoes of the eternal judgments which were 
then passing agaihst them in the mind of God. Will 
any man presume to call these monitions out of the 
deep places of the heart mere imaginations? They 
go with the spirit wherever it goes, and haunt it with a 
more tormenting fear than the spectres of superstition. 
They are unquestionable witnesses to the reality of a 
higher enduring realm of truth and life, with its ever¬ 
lasting throne of judgment. 

“ A spirit passed before my face.” These revelations 
of the reality of the invisible world of truth come by 
liie necessity of our nature. And if we were to esti¬ 
mate their number, we should count every momentary 
self-reproach, every admonition of conscience, every 
pang of remorse in every human heart, through all the 
ages. The spiritual world interpenetrates this world in 
which we live, and reveals itself to our consciences in 
unnumbered ways. It is near to the transgressor, and 
he cannot escape its presence. It seems to encompass 
the guilty, and compel their unwilling lips to confess 
their shame. And if it titms encircle those who desire 
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to escape its revelations, if it is bound up in an insep¬ 
arable union with the sense of guilt, how clearly will it 
be revealed to loyal hearts! Let a man take a great 
principle of duty, one of the grand laws of the spirit of 
Christ, and unfold its applications to thought and action; 
and what visions of moral beauty will reveal themselves 
when he draws the picture of a life in perfect harmony 
with its requirements I What dread discriminations of 
conscience as he measures every act by the standard of 
a perfect integrity, what systems of moral truth which 
would revolutionize the life of men and of nations, will 
then be unfolded to his mind! Conceptions of purity 
that cannot come or go without conferring a blessing 
upon the soul, will then be his. Such thoughts appear 
whenever he attempts to ask what absolute truth or 
love requires in human action; and they wear a beauty 
that seems too fair to be realized in this world of frailty 
and of sin. They require a purity that we postpone 
to a future life, and regard as the attribute of a hea¬ 
venly state. Yet, although so high, they seem as true, 
as undeniable, as the most imperfect maxims of com¬ 
mon duty whose transgression is termed atrocious 
crime. They are rays from the eternal light of a higher 
world shining down upon the meditative soul. 

Or, once more, let a man pause to estimate the worth 
and the possible greatness of life, until it unveils its 
mysterious grandeur. Let him consider the worth of a 
nature whose nobler powers have been illustrated in the 
sanctity of saintly souls, and received one perfect ex¬ 
pression in the spotless life of Jesus. Let him think of 
the greatness of its responsibility, of the divinity of its 
hope, of the immortality of its affections. How mean 
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will then appear the temptations that have overmas¬ 
tered him, and the vexations that have disturbed his 
peace! Life will then reveal its true divinity, and he 
will seem to stand in the spiritual position of Jesus in 
the wilderness, when the united diadems of the world 
were too small to' be weighed against the slightest dis¬ 
obedience to conscience. Then the soul stands by the 
shore of the great ocean of spiritual being, and a life- 
giving breeze comes from afar, to invigorate its fainting 
purposes, and to bring the breath of resolution and 
health. Undefined, but holy infiuences and impressions, 
sway its deepest feeling. Convictions of duty, immortal 
aspirations, which have their birth in heaven, come with 
inspiring power. A spirit passes before its face whose 
presence is felt in solemn pleadings, in whisperings of 
conscience, in thrills of awe. It may not discern the 
form thereof; but, in the silence of such meditations, it 
hears a voice which it knows to be the pleading of the 
Spirit of God. 

It is difficult to revive the memory of those moments 
of life in which the heart was moved with uiiusual 
power by the highest truths; moments in which infiu¬ 
ences that were as far above the common level of moral 
feeling as the spirit of Jesus was above that of the mul¬ 
titudes in Palestine, seemed to sway the soul. The 
recollection of such brighter hours fades in the habitual 
mastery of other feelings, as day gradually darkens into 
night. Still, every heart has known such heavenly 
visitations. The Spirit has come to call it away from 
the frequent meanness of its life, and to raise it above 
the temptations and sins of the world by its heavenly 
power. Out of the consciousness of every living soul 
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we can draw the proofs that man lives in two worlds; 
the spirit-world and this. Their influences mingk 
together in his experience. Even the most sinful life 
has known its better moments; green spots in an almost 
universal desert. How true to the deep things of human 
experience is the representation that angels and demons 
both attend the soul in its pilgrimage! Man hears the 
beguiling plea of the tempter; and yet, amidst his 
manifold enticements, he recognizes holy voices which 
he instinctively ascribes to spirits from a more bless^ 
sphere. The spirit-world is breaking in upon this. A 
ray from its eternal light sometimes suddenly shoots 
across the darkest scenes. The consciousness of infinite 
relations and eternal responsibilities is developed in 
every heart until it trembles. Spirit-messengers pass 
before our face. Though we remain in an habitually 
unbroken sleep, we have had our hours of waking. 
Though the tumults of feeling often drown every better 
pleading, yet there have been seasons of silence when 
we have heard a voice. 

“The sky is as a temple’s arch; 

The blue and wavy air, 

Is glorious with the spirit march 
Of messengers of prayer.” 

Man lives in two worlds. Influences from a higher 
sphere descend upon his heart. Waves from the un¬ 
seen ocean of spiritual life continually roll in upon the 
shore of present being. Who, indeed, really disbelieves 
in this higher sphere ? In whom is the consciousness 
of its presence too dim to confirm such an argument as 
we present ? What confession must man make respect- 
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ing himself, if he affirms that no such holy intimationg 
have been known in his experience ? In what raylesg 
darkness must those souls live who have never seen 
guch stars of light in their moral night, at once the wit¬ 
nesses to a realm above, and the guides to him who 
brings the perfect day! Who can really disbcBeve in 
this spirit-world excepting those who have had no expe¬ 
rience to qualify them to give their testimony? l^ut 
who have been believers in the nearness of the spiritual 
world, with its divine communications to open hearts, 
with its angels flying over the world of human life and 
human fortunes to sound their heavenly trumpets? 
We do not ask who have believed this doctrine as we 
believe it? But who have been its true believers? 
The faithful disciples of every age who have silenced 
earthly passions, and caused the heavenly voices to 
become articulate to their ear. The pure hearts who 
have attained to the consciousness of God’s presence, in 
the constancy and fervor of their prayer. The brave 
souls to whom truth and right were realities for which 
they could live or die; to whom the voice of the Law¬ 
giver in the soul possessed a supreme majesty, before 
which magistrates and kings must keep silence. They 
have believed who have entered into, this spiritual 
world in actual experience. How beautiflil has been 
the language of this living faith in all ages! It sees 
the Living God, not an abstract Law. It beholds in 
Providence the direct agency, the immediate presence, 
of the Father. Every thing is personified by its devout 
feeling, and it speaks of ministering angels as waiting 
upon its steps. It peoples earth and heaven with forms 
of loveliness, and knows no solitude in which it is not 
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surrounded hj blessed spirits, and assisted by celestiid 
hands. Unbelieving men may question its language, and 
deny its bright intuitions, its firm convictions. The 
coldly reasoning mind may regard the invisible spirits 
of which it speaks, as creations of a devout imagination; 
But t||pse forms of speech are only the imperfect 
attempts of the heart to represent and express the truth 
wWch it accepts. No human language can fully unfold 
its divine faith; for, amidst its most brilliant imagina¬ 
tions, its enrapturing visions, it remembers that “ eye 
hath not seen, nor ear heard, nor the heart of man con¬ 
ceived, the things which God hath prepared for them 
that love Him.” 

How significant is the language of Jesus when he 
speaks of himself as in heaven while he talked with 
multitude! It suggests the idea of the interpene¬ 
tration of the spiritual and the present world, and 
shows that true hearts, at the same moment, may live 
in both. The soul of Jesus was open to every call 
and duty of the present world. He seemed to be 
absorbed in them in a tireless devotion. Yet his 
heart was open also towards the invisible sphere. Out 
of the realm of absolute truth he drew his moral judg¬ 
ments and his words of heavenly wisdom. The veil 
between these separate scenes became transparent to his 
eye and heart. Every step was illumined by the light 
of the upper world. Heavenly messengers spoke to his 
soul while the voices of disciples sounded in his ear. 
Angels ministered to him in his temptation, and stood 
around him in his agony. Here is the perfect illus¬ 
tration of a truth which faithful disciples, though walk¬ 
ing in distant steps in the path of their great example, 
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begin to understand. Like soul and body, the spirit- 
world and this are linked in mysterious union. If man 
lives in the fleshly life, the soul seems to sleep and weU 
nigh perish. If he lives in spiritual affections, he soars 
out of the body’s weakness and decay. So if he lives 
in material things, the spiritual world becomes unreal. 
But if he lives in these visions of purer truth, they 
assume a substantial form, and seem to speak in clearer 
tones. How clearly the heart will then discern the 
presence of God, like an eternal sun ! How trustingly 
it will look up to Jesus as an ever-living and present 
Saviour! How distinctly it will behold the land of 
immortal life, and see the light which changes the 
gloom of death into glory I 

“ Our Father’s house on high! 

Home of the soul! how near, . 

At times, to faith’s foreseeing eye, 

Thy joyous gates appear! 

We hear at mom and even. 

At noon and midnight hour. 

The choral harmonies of heaven 
Seraphic music pour.” 

Then these visions will no longer be accusing spirits, 
passing before our face to cause the heart to falter, and 
the bones to shake,” but loved, familiar voices. Then 
holier thoughts, sweeter affections, will come from the 
invisible heights, like a river full of the water of life. 
The source of the stream is veiled in mystery, and it 
flows onward to an unknown realm. But it rises from 
the fountains of the upper world, and it rolls on to the 
ocean of love around the throne of God. 


August 18, 1860. 



XXI. 


SPIRITUAL EQUALITY REVEALED THROUGH 
SUFFERING. 


There the wicked cease from troubling ; and there the 

WEARY ARE AT REST. THERE THE PRISONERS REST TOGETHER ; 
they hear NOT THE VOICE OF THE OPPRESSOR. THE SMALL 
AND THE GREAT ARE THERE ; AND THE SERVANT IS FREE FROM 
HIS MASTER.— Job iii. 17, 18,19. 

In words of poetic beauty, but of startling power, 
the text describes the equality to which all men are 
reduced when they go down to the grave. It pictures 
the results of that great law which compels worldly 
pride to tremble, and which inspires the most abject 
on earth with exulting, though deferred hope. What a 
dramatic impressiveness there is in the fellowship 
whicli death creates between those who knew no fel- 
low'ihip in life! The small and the great are there; 
and the serf sleeps as royally as the king. God sends 
a decree of emancipation to the slave, and the bondman 
and the master are placed uj)on the same level there. 
Beneath the sod of the battle-field, which was once 
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gory with the blood of contending armies, the combat¬ 
ants rest peacefully, side by side, in the crowded ranks 
of graves. Re-open the long-buried dwellings of the 
city that was suddenly overwhelmed by a flood from 
the volcano, behold the still remaining forms of the 
small and the great, in the attitudes of fear or flight in 
which they were overtaken by the same inevitable de¬ 
struction, and you see an appalling illustration of the 
truth which is pictured in the text. Walk through 
any city of the dead in which the departed have been 
laid, one by one, but in which whole generations are 
gathered now in the common fellowship of dust, and the 
same truth is enforced with equal power. Men travel 
in widely different paths in ^he midst of life. They for¬ 
get that they are brothers amidst these outward separa¬ 
tions. But they begin and end their journey in the 
same common helplessness ; and their thousand varying 
paths converge into the narrow portals of the sepulchre. 
How many moments come in life in which the lesson of 
the text is impressed upon the imagination and the heart 
in appalling clearness, in connection with the contrasts 
of condition which the world presents! It sometimes 
startles the strong man with the conviction of his f railty, 
in the fulness of his strength. It overwhelms him with 
the sense of his helplessness, when his strength ebbs 
away. It thrills the haughtiest spirit, and bows it in 
humiliations in the closing moments of existence. Not 
only are the small and the great reduced to tbe same 
level in the grave; but they are prostrated in the same 
consciousness of their dependence in moments of pro¬ 
found experience, before they lie down together in the 
dust. It can scarcely be more fully realized in the hour 
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in which each soul passes through the gate of death in 
the same conviction of unworthiness, and trusting in the 
same mercy, to stand before the same throne of judg¬ 
ment, than in these solemn moments of present life. 

But the text suggests a train of reflection which is 
more attractive, and, in one respect, more impressive 
also. When we see death enter every earthly home to 
bring the small and the great, the servant and his mas¬ 
ter, alike beneath its sway, we not only realize the 
equality of helplessness to which all must be reduced, 
but also the equality of spiritual experience to which 
idl may be exalted. Death not only prostrates every 
form of human greatness upon the same bed of dust. It 
not only introduces each soul into the unseen world, and 
leads it up to the same judgment-seat to receive its sen¬ 
tence, but it has another and a more spiritual office. 
What kindred ties of feeling it creates ! What profound 
sympathies of intense, though sorrowing, affection it 
awakens ! How it calls forth the deepest things in the 
human heart, and binds men together in the experience 
of kindred griefs, in the fervors of that trusting prayer, 
and living faith, to which sorrow often leads ! Death 
comes to introduce men into the same world of spiritual 
thought and life; to open the same heaven to human 
hearts even here, as well as to translate them into the 
same heaven when it leads them through the tomb. 

In the sublime language of the Psalmist, ‘‘ The Lord 
beholdeth all the sons of men; He fashioneth their 
hearts alike.” The meaning of that expression is 
oftenest revealed through the experience of grief. What 
a broad and enduring foundation for sympathy is laid 
between those who have greatly suffered! They have 
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alike mourned over the lives of early promise, or of 
matured excellence, which have vanished from their 
sight. Every other incident in their history may be 
unknown; yet those who were strangers a moment ago 
are felt to be brothers now, in the fellowship of life’s 
deep experience. They may be separated from each 
other in opinion, feeling, taste, as widely as man can be 
separated from man. Still, in the feelings which are 
stirred when the deeps of the soul are broken up, they 
are one. When we know that men have lived and felt 
so deeply, their features are changed, and become trans¬ 
figured in our sight. The lines which grief has fur¬ 
rowed upon the countenance, and which were formerly 
repulsive, now become lines of light, radiant with the 
spiritual life which they express. It is a most instruct¬ 
ive, and a most impressive thought, that the deepest life 
of these ten thousand outwardly differing homes is the 
same. The precise facts of their experience may be 
unknown. We may recognize no common bonds of sym¬ 
pathy. But the same sorrow has been known beneath 
every roof; the same struggle of the heart when it first 
felt that neither effort, nor prayers, nor tears, could 
avail to save those whom it loved; the same struggle 
against the suffering which it was impossible to escape, 
and which it seemed equally impossible to meet. There 
affection has revealed that unfathomable depth and 
power which makes all human words seem but mockery. 
There, perhaps, an agony may have been known, which 
seemed like that mysterious agony of the Son of God. 
All those dwellings have been hallowed by the presence 
of the dead, and by the humble and lofty thoughts 
which that presence brings. And there also, at least in 
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some of those unnumbered homes, Jesus has seemed to 
come to repeat his divine words of consolation, and to 
speak to lowly hearts as he once spoke to the sisters at 
Bethany, in the midst of their grief. Every thing that 
is most lovely in human affection, every thing that is 
most touching in human experience, every thing that is 
most holy and peaceful in prayer, may have there been 
known. There men have worshipped the same Father, 
and repeated the name of the same Redeemer, and 
looked up to the same Heaven. There have been expe¬ 
rienced the un&thdmable things of the human heart, 
and the unsearchable things of the Comforter of God. 
Hath not God fashioned our hearts alike ? Can the 
lesson of human equality be more impressively tau^ 
when we see the small and the great alike going down 
to the grave, than when we see them alike lifted up to 
the same spiritual experience in life ? And who have 
not known, or must not know, this same great experience 
of sorrow ? It comes to all excepting the young who 
fly back to heaven as soon as their feet have touched 
the earth, and who do not need this discipline of sorrow 
with its bitter, yet blessed lessons. 

It is frequently said, " Go to the burial-places of the 
dead to learn the real equality of men ; their common 
frailty, their common dependence before God.” But go 
into the living world and learn the lesson as clearly from 
the experience of life, as fh)m the myriad graves df 
men. Learn it in every dwelling from which the dead 
have been carried out. Learn it from the high and the 
low alike, who, like the widow of Nain, follow an only 
son to the sepulchre. Learn it from every heart whose 
holiest affections have been called forth by the startling 
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ministries of Providence and the angels of grief. The 
&ncied and fabe distinctions of life flee away before 
every mighty feeling in human nature, until there is 
no place for them,” as the earth and heavens flee away 
from, the face of Him who sitteth upon the thi*one. The 
world is crowded with illustrations of this glorious truth. 
Parental love is the same everywhere, alike when it 
hails the coming of the child from heaven, and when it 
looks sadly, yet trustingly, up to the heaven into which 
it has quickly re-ascended. Every mother — let it be 
reverently said — seems to see a new star stand over 
the place where the young child is laid; a star of joy 
and hope which becomes a bright witness to the Fa¬ 
ther’s presence, and which clothes the paths of earthly 
duty in new light and gladness. When we see love 
bring the same transfiguration over every mother’s face, 
worl(Uy differences are as entirely forgotten here as 
amidst the universal fellowships of heaven. The poverty 
of the manger and the splendor of the throne are then 
alike unseen. And the slave-mother, whose child has 
been tom fh>m her breast, may be found to be as far 
exalted in purity of affection above those who trampled 
upon her heart, as the love of heaven is exalted above 
earthly lust. When I look at the manifestations of 
these sweet and strong affections which unite men in 
tender relationships, which invest home with a hallowed 
light, and make the world beautiful and joyous, I see 
that the heart of God beats in every human breast, 
as his light cheers eveiy human dwelling. The small 
and the great are equally exalted; and the servant lives 
in the same glorious world as the master. 

The same fellowship is equally revealed in all genu- 
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ine spiritual experience. Every emotion of childlike 
religious trust, every humiliation of sincere and lowly, 
yet lofty penitence, every throb of grateful adoration, 
every impulse to self-denying labor and Christ-like phi¬ 
lanthropy, every instance of. reverence for conscience, 
though in the humblest act of life, every pulsation of 
love to Jesus, which anoints his feet with tears, or 
embalms his memory in the heart — these are the same 
divine experiences in every man. The faith that sees 
the stone forever rolled away from the tomb, and tri¬ 
umphs over death, brings the same victory to every 
lowly disciple. The broken words of prayer from the 
lips of the slave, and the language of eloquent tongues 
in the hour of devotion, the rude outpourings of grati¬ 
tude from intellectually benighted men when they gaze 
upon the Cross, and the benedictions of genius when it 
celebrates that wondrous love, flow from the same sacred 
fountains of religious life. The dress in which the spirit 
is clothed does not conceal its beauty in the sight of 
heaven. In the midst of life, as well as in the hour of 
death, pride is laid low. What dread rebukes it meets 
before that devotion to principle, that chastened, yet 
loving trust, that rapture of prayer, which unite the 
lowliest and the loftiest now in heavenly fellowship! 
There is a fellowship between those who stand upon 
the highest plane of spiritual life. Let genius do rever¬ 
ence before this diviner glory, as the wise men did 
reverence before the infant Jesus. Here is a revelation 
of a heaven into which the simple and the wise may 
alike ascend. Here is the life of God which is freely 
offered to every man; and as every branch, when it 
abides in the vine, receives the life of the parent stock, 
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So every soul which abides in this divine life receives 
the spirit of the Father and of the Son. When we see 
the unbroken procession that is going down to the tomb, 
imagination pictures the universal fellowship in which 
the true will stand as they cast their crowns before the 
throne. But when we see the divine life which is bom 
bn earth amid pangs and tears, when we see the trust 
ttnd peace to which living hearts ascend, when we see 
those from the East and from the West, who have the 
Seal of Gk)d upon their foreheads, and are already sit¬ 
ting in heavenly places with the true disciples of eveiy 
age — we behold that fellowship, not merely as it is 
Jnctured to the imagination, but as it is revealed to 
sight. Then we echo the exclamation of the Apostle, 
that we are “heirs of Gbd, and joint heirs with 
Christ.” 

The world is slow to leam the grand office of all deep 
human experience, and even of Christianity itself. It is 
the noblest work of genius to detect and reveal the 
presence of the divine reason in all human souls, and to 
demonstrate that they are all alike the offspring of 
God; to show that the spirit of love is omnipresent in 
the spiritual and in the natural world, and that it kisses 
the brow of its humblest child in the same impartial 
goodness with which it paints the lily of the field. It ful¬ 
fils its highest mission when it proves that the power to 
Appreciate divine thoughts is kindred to the spirit which 
unfolds them in immortal words, and will be recognized 
as the same in nature when it receives an angel’s 
tongue; that the rudest man who dies for truth, the 
manacled and degraded slave who perils every thing foi^ 
fireedom, is brother in courage, and, possibly, in disintav 
16 
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estedness also, to patriots and martyrs. But Christian¬ 
ity^ more comprehensive and more divine than genius, 
develops new points of sympathy between human 
hearts in the profound depths of sorrow, and in the lofty 
heights of love and trust. It came in the manger, it 
brought both the shepherds and the wise men to its 
cradle, it made the lowliest its Apostles, it incarnated 
its divinest life in a strictly human experience, and 
amidst a poverty which had not where to lay its head, 
that it might reveal these points of universal fellowship. 
It knows neither Jew nor Gentile, neither bond nor 
free. It is not satisfied with an affection which embraces 
every human heart in a condescending compassion. It 
creates a sympathy and oneness of feeling. It does not 
bind men together by diffusing a spirit of pity for the 
weak and the benighted. It develops a spirit of rever¬ 
ence which bows with a homage, only less than worship, 
before the divinity which may be the inheritance of 
every soul. We have not yet learned to appreciate this 
divine office of the Gospel. We behold the intimations 
of its nature and power in those uprisings of philan¬ 
thropy which are the heralds of a brighter day. But 
when the spirit of Jesus reigns in the hearts of his dis¬ 
ciples, and the life of the vine flows into the branches, 
the last factitious separation between man and man will 
disappear. The communion of a divine life will estab¬ 
lish the broadest fellowships of heaven in the homes of 
men. 

This bereaving Providence fulfils a twofold office. It 
establishes a universal bond of fellowship as it carries 
aU men alike to the silent grave. Death speaks to 
those who will hsten to no other voice. It causes the 
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knees of pride to smite together, and tells the oppressor 
that he must soon be laid as low as those whom he 
tramples in the dust. But a far higher, a spiritual bond 
of fellowship is established by the same great Provi¬ 
dence. It is strengthened by every throb of grief, by 
every tear that drops over every new-made grave. We 
overlook this design of the discipline of sorrow. Still 
how much it does to create sympathy between human 
hearts ! What unknown and unconceived separations 
would exist if we were not so often compelled to recog¬ 
nize our common nature, and our common need! Men 
strive to live apart; but God ordains events which 
bring them together, and for a time expel all other 
thoughts. He sends the son or daughter of pride to 
the feet of the lowly sufferer, to implore the sympathy 
which the heart must receive, or break beneath the 
weight of its anguish. Worldly differences are then for¬ 
gotten in the communion of prayer. A truce is pro¬ 
claimed to separations and enmities in the presence of 
grief and the grave. How quickly these transient recog¬ 
nitions of a universal fellowship would be changed into 
enduring and heavenly ties, if we permitted the deepest 
things in our experience to do their appointed work, and 
to make us one ! There is much deception in the world 
in the concealment of darker thoughts and evil passions; 
but there is also an unintentional deception in the con¬ 
cealment of the heart’s purest feelings. * We fear to 
trust the pearls of the heart to those who may rudely 
trample them under their feet. When we pray, we go 
into the closet to be alone with God. In the hour of 
grief, we retreat from the throng of men. Yet we are 
not so widely severed as we seem. Solemn thoughts 
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are sometimes awakened in apparently superficial 
minds. Heedless men sometimes weep and tremble. 
The seeds of the noblest life are scattered where the 
dews of sympathy may cause them to spring up, and 
bloom, and yield the richest finiit Sounds of heavenly 
harmony are occasionally called forth in every breast 
midst the discords of earthly passion. Could we look 
down into the depths of each other’s hearts, could we 
summon up the better thoughts which have flashed 
upon them fix)m a higher world, could we Innng together 
the treasured gems of feeling which have been gar¬ 
nered up amidst the joys and griefs, the births and 
deaths, which have made their experience so changing 
and so profound,—the sympathies of heaven would 
begin to dawn upon us now. Deep calleth, and answer- 
eth, unto deep. God fashi<meth our hearts alike; and, 
by His providential ministries, already makes us one. 
Welcome every event that brings together the small 
and the great; the servant and the master. Welcome 
every chain of sympathy, even though it be forged in 
the fires of keenest suffering. Think not only of man’s 
common weakness when God changes his countenance 
and sends him away. Think of the common strength 
and exaltation of soul which may be revealed through 
the experience of weakness. Then God’s darkest dis¬ 
pensations will be robed in light. We shall not seem 
to be going down into dust amidst the apparent vic¬ 
tories of death, but to be ascending together, in an ever 
deepening and widening fellowship, towards the thronp 
of perfect light and love. 


Seftembeb 19,1847. 
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And no man in heaven, nor in earth, neither under the 

EARTH, WAS ABLE TO OPEN THE BOOK, NEITHER TO LOOK 
THEREON. AND I WEPT MUCH, BECAUSE NO MAN WAS FOUND 
WORTHY TO OPEN, AND TO READ THE BOOK, NEITHER TO LOOK 
THEREON. — Revelaticm v. 3, 4. 

The mysterious book to which the text refers, though 
it was sealed with seven seals, which neither man nor 
angel could unloose, was opened by the Lamb that was 
slain. Perhaps the reference is to the great volume ci 
the A^ather’s purposes, wherein was written the mystery 
of redeeming love, whose seals were first broken, and 
whose pages, radiant with light in every line, were 
spread open to human hearts by the ministry of Jesus* 
The elders are represented as taking their harps to 
sing a new song to the Lamb, saying. Thou art 
worthy to take the book, and to open the seals thereof 5 
for thou wast slain, and hast redeemed us to God by 
thy bloody out of every kindred, and tongue, and people^ 
and nation.” Still we might not easily satisfy our¬ 
selves respecting the special nature of that wonderful 
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book of which the writer in the Apocalypse speaks. It 
is of little consequence that we should. The world is 
full of mysterious books which no man can open. We 
not only find it so when we look up to the great book 
of the Eternal Providence, but also when we look at 
the smaller book of every man’s experience. Extend 
your view over the wide world, and observe how, 
through tumult and convulsion, through earthquake 
and fire, during unmeasured geologic ages, the earth 
itself slowly passed from chaos into order, and became 
prepared to be the abode of life, and joy, and beauty; 
— and how, through strife and bloodshed, through moral ' 
convulsions, still more tremendous, the moral world is 
slowly progressing towards spiritual order and heav¬ 
enly peace. What awful mystery hangs over every 
stage of this providential, development! Questions 
arise at every point which no man can answer. Why 
does an Almighty Father lead man and nature through 
this prolonged infancy of sin and imperfection ? Why 
must this dread baptism of fire and blood come to the 
children of the infinite Love ? Contract your observa¬ 
tion to the simplest act which touches the conscience, 
to the slightest wave of feeling that rolls across the 
human heart,—consider its origin, the responsibility 
which it implies, the eternal consequences which it 
involves, —look even to the smallest atom of life that 
floats in the sunlight, and you find mysteries again that 
are quite as difficult to solve. There also questions 
arise at every point which man can neither answer nor 
comprehend. 

But we do not wish to direct attention now to any 
broad views of this inscrutable Providence. Consider 
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the book of each man’s individual life. Obsenre the 
mystery in which every one of us is walking. See 
how wondrous is the earnest experience of every 
human heart, in its grief or in its joy, in each throb¬ 
bing pulse of its life. 

The simplest observation of life, even in its external 
aspects, startles us with a conviction of its mysterious¬ 
ness. How earnestly we long, at certain moments, for 
one glance into the book of the future, to see what 
things are written there! We do not now refer 
merely to the possible exigencies of life by which we 
may pass, by a single step, from joy to-day into agony 
to-morrow. For, as the blind grope on in their dark¬ 
ened way, in an uncertainty which thrills every hu ran 
heart, with no power to determine whether they move 
in a path of safety, or approach at every step the brink 
of a precipice, so we all move blindly along, in helpless 
ignorance whither the next step may lead. We leave 
these fearful exigencies of experience to refer to the 
issues of daily life. What are the distant but sure 
results of those different courses of action which offer 
themselves to our choice ? Do they lead to success or 
to defeat ? Is joy or sorrow folded up in that unknown 
future which stretches on before our own life, or before 
those who are far dearer than life ? Will the seal of 
God, or the brand of guilt, be hereafter placed upon the 
brow of the child that nestles in our arms in innocence? 
The innumerable attempts in every age to find some 
means to foretell the future, the superstitions to which 
men trust, the readiness to yield to any absurdity or 
deception that promises to satisfy their agonizing desire 
to penetrate this veiling cloud, and to predict the com- 
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realized the mystery in which they live. Mystery to 
life! Sometimes it seems too great for humanity to 
bear. Have we never felt it so when we were standing 
to some great crisis of our experience, in which every 
thing seemed to depend upon that moment’s action, 
and yet not one assurance could be gained to relieve 
our uncertainty, or to intimate whether our hopes 
would be forever realized, or forever extinguished ? I 
0,m amazed at the depth of divine trust which is 
demanded by this simplest view of life. Man must 
live with affections that cling to friends around him 
now with immeasurably greater tenacity than they 
cling to life itself; and yet, as he gropes on in his 
blindness, he cannot know that the next instant’s mis¬ 
taken step will not involve the loss of every present 
joy. What intimations of the majesty of our nature 
appear in the difficulties and mysteries of life I We 
are not weak and feeble creatures, unable to bear 
the bitterest and severest tests; unable to walk, with 
sustained hearts, while questions that rack the soul 
receive no whisper of reply; unable to bear the 
sharp contradiction of feeling which is involved in a 
condition that stimulates intense desires, yet demands 
a perfect trust. Were the voice of God to break the 
silence, it could not more distinctly declare the high 
nature and calling of the soul than it is declared in the 
very position of humanity, amidst uncertainties and 
mysteries that demand this diviner strength. 

How many views of life may be presented which 
suggest similar reflections I The whole of human ex¬ 
perience is a book which no man can open. Let us 



LIFB A BEALED BOOK. 


249 


spread out the records of memory, and trace the events, 
ihe changes in our history, that we may discover how 
we have been led to our present thought, feeling, life. 
In the providential history of each human heart, there 
are written things as wonderful as those in the chroni¬ 
cles of nations which awaken the astonishment of the 
world. Not as we planned, have we been guided on¬ 
ward. How often have our apparent successes proved 
to be misfortunes, and temporary defeats an enduring 
victory! Where we looked in hope, we have sometimes • 
found only disappointment; and then, in the midnight 
of our despair, the light has wondrously begun to shine. 
In the guidance of human lives, as in the government 
of the Universe, Providence carries forward its pur¬ 
poses in mystery. Sufficient success is granted to 
man’s careful wisdom, and persevering energy, to 
rebuke the recklessness which usurps the name of 
trust. The neglect of this judicious labor is manifest 
insanity. And yet sufficient uncertainty is involved in 
all human experience, and all human efforts,—as bless¬ 
ings open where we have labored least, and disappoint¬ 
ments come where we have toiled the most,—to thrill 
every man with the conviction, that it is not in himself 
“ to direct his steps.” An unseen, yet almighty hand 
guides his feet into paths which he would not willingly 
have entered, but in which, he learns, at last, that it 
was most needful for him to walk. What mysteries 
rest upon the development of these rejoicing, suffering, 
human hearts, as their life is built up through mighty 
struggles, by which their crosses are changed into their 
crowns, and the vision of immortality shines upon them 
through the gates of the tomb, and peace is obtained 
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through contests, and rest is won through the experi¬ 
ence which comes in the gardens of agony! And what 
mysteries of love there are in this over-ruling Provi¬ 
dence ; mysteries which the pure shall recount to each 
other in the heavenly world as they review the pre¬ 
vious periods of the r existence, and trace the guidance 
of the Almighty Hand! We shall first learn the won¬ 
drous love of that heavenly guidance in the coming 
Eternity, when the now mysterious book of life shall be 
• unsealed. 

But let us not only observe the perpetual uncertainty 
in our lot, and the wonderful events of our past history. 
Let us consider our life still more closely, and attempt 
to trace the development of the soul. All human feel¬ 
ing, all that is great and glorious in the heart of man, is 
clothed in mystery. There is mystery in its source, and 
in every stage of its progress. Whenever we attempt 
to study the progress of our own spiritual life we are 
constrained to say, “ How wonderful is the birth of many 
of our purer thoughts and holier impulses! ” We strive 
in vain to trace their parentage. While we sit weary 
and faint at heart, a new impulse comes to revive the 
spirit, as the breeze comes in from the sea to refresh 
those who sigh for its cooling breath. It is a new breath 
of life from the bosom of that mysterious ocean of spir¬ 
itual being which encompasses every soul. 

“ Sometimes a light surprises 
The Christian, while he sings; 

It is the Lord who rises 
With healing on his wingsl” 


From afar, from the depths of the unseen world, it 
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comes, like that mysterious moving of the Spirit which 
Jesus compares to the wind, whose voice we hear, whose 
power we feel, but whose birth-place we cannot see. 
From whom do such quickening impulses, such refresh¬ 
ing visitings proceed ? Are they not the felt presence 
of Him who breathed into man a living soul, and who 
pours out perpetual benedictions upon the offspring of 
his love ? 

Man not only receives these wonderful refreshments 
in his fainting moments; but a similar mysteriousness 
attends the development of his purest, most habitual 
feelings. It is not wonderful that man has sometimes 
ascribed every thing that is holiest in himself to the 
agency of the Divine Spirit, independently of human 
effort. It is only an overstatement of the intimations 
of all genuine spiritual experience. What causes the 
light which thenceforth never dims, sometimes suddenly 
to break in upon man’s bewildered mind, as a sudden 
glory sometimes shines through the thick veil of clouds 
to illumine all the landscape ? How many, like Saul of 
old, have found “ a light from heaven above the bright¬ 
ness of the sun, shining round about them! ” What 
causes the pure tides of affection sometimes to set in 
upon the heart, until they seem to cover the whole of 
life with their refreshing waters ? Like the tides of the 
ocean, they obey a divine attraction. Men speak with 
more literal exactness than they'realize, of the interpo¬ 
sitions of the Spirit in the development of the life of 
the soul. Man can do nothing, directly, to create his 
deepest and holiest affections. His agency is wholly 
indirect. He can place himself within the circle of 
those influences which will awaken them into life. He 
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can look up to revelations of the Father’s love, and 
open the heart to the entrance of his Spirit, as he opens 
the windows of his dwelling to admit the morning sun. 
The Spirit flows into every soul when all hindrances are 
removed from its way. Man can open, or he can shut, 
the door. He can admit, or exclude, the heavenly 
pleadings. By his indirect action, he can decide the 
tremendous question of his moral life or death. Still, 
he can do nothing, directly, to produce that moral life in 
the recesses of his heart. He is as powerless to create 
that life, as to create the soul itself. Man opens the 
volume of his heart; but it is a divine hand which in* 
terposes and mysteriously writes every word of life and 
love upon its pages. 

This conviction of the mysteriousness of the soul’s 
truest life increases with the growth of feeling and the 
development of thought. In our inexperience, before 
our strongest aflections are fully awakened, we know 
nothing of the dread and glorious powers that are folded 
up within the heart. Some live on and never know 
much of inward struggle and spiritual contest. The 
great deeps of their nature are never really broken up. 
There are no dark, mysterious depths in shallow streams. 
How can the untried spirit gain a vivid consciousness 
of the strength of human passion! When the storm 
rises in its fierceness, when it swells and heaves within 
the breast and almost rends the very frame, then man 
is appalled by the revelation of the greatness of his ca¬ 
pacity for joy or woe. In this living experience of the 
power of the soul, a true faith in its immortality is often 
born and nurtured into strength. Then, too, that great 
question comes, whose answer may be long delayed — 
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How can this almost uncontrollable tumult of passion 
be forever stilled ? How can this restlessness of human 
feeling be changed into rest ? We recall the content of 
childhood, before the trial of the heart began, and re-^ 
member how green and bright appeared those fields in 
which we sported then. How shall we regain a peace 
like that, and find the heart's long-lost rest ? When we 
thus learn the solemn needs of the soul, and realize the 
greatness of the work which is to be accomplished in its 
discipline, then this probation of present life^ amidst such 
startling changes, such dread responsibilities, such thrill*^ 
ing experiences of unfaithfulness, appears most myste¬ 
rious and grand. Then we look upon the lives of other 
men with a wondering interest and awe. What deep 
and touching experiences—what desires, hopes, pleas¬ 
ures, pains — what wrestlings of afiection — what re^ 
joicings and what agonies they may have known! What 
dark passions, and what damning sins, or what pure as¬ 
pirations and what heavenly thoughts, are hidden from; 
human sight, yet open to the eye of God, within their 
breasts 1 We lo(^ into each brother’s face, and ask in 
what form the discipline of life has come to him. We 
look at these unnumbered human dwellings, and imagine 
the scenes of joy or grief which have been witnessed 
beneath their roofs. We walk beneath the quiet nigh# 
when the world is wrapped in slumber, and imagine how 
many are praying in the fervor of, devotion, or the sleep¬ 
lessness of grief, and how many are sinning in the places 
of rioting, and the dens of sensuality, where the fires of 
passion, like the fires of hell, are never quenched. We 
look over the world in fancy, and wonder how many 
hearts are joyful, and how many, in the experience of 
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remorse, in lamentations for prodigal sons still unre¬ 
claimed, in the bitterness of grief—how manj such are 
aching! Then life is a superficial thing no more. It 
is profound as the experience of the soul can make it. 
It is solemn as the judgment seat at which it will receive 
its sentence. It is grand and mysterious as that Eter¬ 
nity in which its issues shall be unfolded, and every seal 
upon its pages be unloosed. 

We have only recurred to the most obvious illustra¬ 
tions. Each man can add indefinitely to their number 
whenever he recounts the questions that excite his won¬ 
der, and confound his penetration, as he studies the world 
around him, and the world within. What part of the 
book of his experience can he unseal or understand? 
The Past is mysterious; for he cannot explain the events 
which it brought. The Present is still more mysterious. 
The Future is covered by an impenetrable cloud. There 
is mystery in birth, and in death; in the grave, and in 
Eternity. There is mystery in the remorse of con¬ 
science now, and in the judgment which that remorse 
foretells; in the joy of purity and love, and in the 
heaven of which they prophesy, but which heart hath 
not conceived. There is mystery, indeed, in this out¬ 
ward world; in day and night; in every lily of the 
field, and every glistening star. Much more is there 
mystery in the life of the soul which it is the office of 
nature to quicken and ^unfold. Who that has deeply 
felt, has not wept much because no man was able to 
open this great book of mystery, neither to look there¬ 
on ? We weep for these mysterious sufferings, and we 
weep for the peculiar mystery that often attends their 
coming. We weep because we do not see why the 
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world should be as it is, or why human life should be 
as it is. And where is the solace of the human heart 
beneath this veil of mystery? Is there no ministry 
which partially opens this sealed book ? Jesus uttered 
the master-word of the universe when he taught man 
to look up to heaven, and to say, “Our Father.” He 
did not thus remove the cloud which hangs over our 
experience here; but he gave the assurance which man 
needs while he walks beneath it. If this world were 
intended to be a sphere for knowledge, it is a failure. 

• But it is intended to be the abode of trust; a sphere in 
which man is to rely upon the Father as he desires his 
perplexed and wondering child to rely upon himself. 
We cannot truly live for a day without this childlike 
trust. We must descend to indifference, or ascend to 
this loving confidence. It is well to look at the mys¬ 
teries all around us, over our own, and every human 
life, that we may be driven back to this all-confiding 
reliance, and gain new convictions of its unspeakable 
necessity and beauty. It is well to contemplate these 
mysteries until we banish our anxieties for the present, 
or the morrow, or even for the unknown ages of the 
future. Then we learn that no agonizing thought can 
answer our questions, and that the same love will watch 
over us to-morrow, and through the distant Eternity, 
which watches over us to-day. Here, indeed, is an an¬ 
swer which is as clear and satisfactory to faith as if the 
book of the future were opened now. 

How truly may we repeat the thanksgivings of the 
elders, and say, “ The Lamb that was slain has been 
found worthy to open the book, and to unloose the 
seals.” When Jesus placed a little child in the midst of 
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the ambitioos and restless disciples, and said, " Except 
ye become as little children, ye cannot enter into the 
kingdom of heaven,” he nnsealed the book of life. 
When the spirit of the child silences the ambition and 
the questioning of the man, heaven opens in his heart; 
and, in the confidence and peace of love, with the word 
“ Father ” upon his lips and in his soul, every mystery 
seems only a mystery of goodness, and he rests upon 
the bosom of his God. 



XXIII. 


AGE LIKE THE NOON-DAT. 


ThINB AOB shall BB CLEABBB than THB NOON-DAT. —Job xL 17. 

We are told in the preceding chapter of this same 
book, that death is as a land of darkness, without any 
order.” To human eyes it is so. It comes in silence 
and in mystery to the sinning and the pure, to those 
who curse and those who bless the world, with an entire 
disregard of the differences of character, or the circum* 
stances of condition or of life. It smites genius in the 
noon-tide of its glory, and lays it in the dust by the side 
of the humblest. It summons the loveliest and the 
least attractive, the infant and the aged man, without 
discrimination, to pass away together. 

How powerfully this view of death is often forced 
upon the mind! The young child, in the beauty and 
blossom of its earliest youth, droops and dies. The 
aged man, as full of honors as of years,* who long 

4f This sermon, first preached in Plymouth, was suggested by the 
death of Hon. John Davis, of Boston, who was, for forty years^ 

17 
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since ceased to be a citizen here, but who remained in 
his native town until the maturity of manhood, and who 
loved it to the last with unabated affection, who was 
alive to all its interests, who delighted to illustrate its 
history, and to retrace the steps of his youth among its 
hills, and woods, and waters, — such an one, away fh>m 
us, yet one of us still, calmly folds his hands upon his 
breast, when he finds that death is drawing near, and 
serenely meets the long expected summons. From the 
extremes of life, those whom we have known pass away 
together. The opening bud and the golden fruit, 
almost at the same moment, fall before our eyes. 

I do not presume to portray the character of the 
venerable man to whom I have referred. I have only 
known him in his latest years. And although the 
beauty of his character made me stand reverentially in 
his presence, yet I have only been permitted occa¬ 
sionally to see the light of that serene and triumphant 
spirit which has been to others a continued sunshine. 
The associates of many years in important public trusts, 
in literary pursuits, in religious action, will hasten to 
offer tributes to his memory. And while they remem¬ 
ber public labors with grateful honors, they will feel 
that nothing can be greater, or can deserve a deeper 
reverence, than the serenity of an age that was so full 

Judge of the United States District Court in Massachusetts, and who 
j^ublished an edition of Morton’s New England Memorial, enriched 
with yaloable notes. Those who knew him will pardon the few words 
of personal reference at the beginning of this discourse. The author 
trusts that those who did not know him will also pardon them, as 
they introduce a topic which is appropriate to every example of a 
good old age. The preceding sentence refers to the death of a beau¬ 
tiful child, which occurred on the same day, in the Pariah of Ply- 
month. 
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of fireahness, and of a departure that was so sustained 
and peaceful. 

^ Thine age shall be clearer than the noon-day.’’ 
There may be, and there often is, an old age that is 
fall of freshness, and which is closed by a death that 
seems brighter than the brightest life. Man can neither 
understand the constant mystery of the coming of death, 
nor the frequent mystery of its delay. Still, when it 
ealls away the aged man, to whom it seems to come as 
a deliverer from approaching weakness and decay, he 
gains a partial revelation of the purpose, and the beauty, 
of its ministry. Indeed there is nothing in human 
character, or in this mysterious Providence, which sug¬ 
gests more attractive or more triumphant thoughts than 
the life and death of the old, when the heart retains its 
youth amidst the increasing infirmities of years, and 
the affections, instead of being chilled as the sun of 
present existence goes down, gain new warmth and 
fervor as the unseen world opens upon the departing 
spirit. Then a more than noon-day brightness attends 
the setting sun; and we behold an ascension of the soul 
while the body crumbles and decays. 

There are two very different forms of character-— 
one among the saddest, and the other among the bright¬ 
est things of the present world. The first is sad child¬ 
hood. Occasionally we behol(ba yonthfiil face which« 
bears the marks of premature care and gloom. Unfa¬ 
vorable drcumstances have crushed the spirit in the 
beginning of its career. The shadows of evening 
shroud the morning, and the night of despondency, or of 
despair, hangs over the heart which should bask in the 
sunshine of hope. The glee of childhood has become a 
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dirge. Positive depravity is more revolting; yet no 
spectacle awakens deeper compassion in all hearts, 
human and divine, than the premature sadness which 
sometimes envelops and fills the youthful mind. It is a 
rare spectacle, indeed, even in a world so crowded with 
misery and sin; for the joy of early life clothes the rug¬ 
ged places with beauty, and the lips of the child often 
pour out the music of pure gladness while the parent’s 
heart is slowly breaking. But it is more affecting 
because it is so rare; and when it has once been seen, 
it haunts the memory forever as the one mysterious, 
unforgotten image of woe. 

The other form of character is joyous, undouded age. 
Sometimes we behold an aged countenance upon whidi 
care and gloom have made no trace. Unfavorable cir¬ 
cumstances have strengthened, not crushed the spirit. A 
radiance which was not seen around the rising, lingers 
around the setting sun. The glee of childhood has 
become an anthem of unbroken joy; and, in the con¬ 
sciousness of its growing life, the soul looks forward 
from a present which is illuminated by its bright 
affections into a more radiant future. A triumph which 
is thus complete maybe almost as rare as the unnatural 
gloom of childhood. But how bright, how divine, it 
seems in comparison 1 Nothing can win greater admi- 
^ration than the moral beauty, the perennial joy, whidi 
sometimes crowns a life protracted to many years, 
amidst disappointments and decays. Every instance of 
such a triumph is treasured in the soul’s undying 
memory. 

In many ways men exactly reverse the true process 
of fife’s development They reverse it, first, in their 
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own inward experience. What is the meaning of this 
singular vicissitude in every man’s condition, this alter¬ 
nation of laughter and of tears, this mingling of fre¬ 
quent joys with agonizing pains, this sure though 
gradual succession of bereavements, by which the men 
of many years are left as the solitary remnants of 
buried households and departed generations? It is 
intended to develop an inward strength that can become 
superior to change and decay. When the light of early 
youth departs, God does not design to lead us along a 
path of increasing loneliness and gloom. He designs to 
lead us up to the heights of a previously unknown and 
imconceived joy. Heaven lies Around us in our infancy, 
and every thing looks bright to youthful eyes. Heaven 
is to live within us in our advancing years, and to gild 
the changing world with its unfading light. Life 
always becomes more grand and bright as the heart 
attains a stroifger trust and a more fervent love. And 
if years develop that trust and love as they pass away, 
will not the highest joy be experienced in the latest age ? 
The river does not become more shallow as it rolls 
farther from its source, and receives added streams from 
every land through which it flows. It attains its great¬ 
est depth when just falling into the sea. The sun of 
human life is not to be like the sun in the heavens, 
declining from its noon. Age is to be clearer than th^ 
noon-day. The sun of the soul, indeed, once risen, is 
never more to go down; and what we call its noon is 
but the first gleam of the morning of its perfect day. 

This is not the description of man’s actual life. How 
sad it is to see gifts and blessings pass away before we 
have gained an inward strength to compensate for the 
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outward loss I The child leaves his home before he has 
gained the character which is able, without parental 
guidance, to conquer the world’s temptations. Bereave¬ 
ments call us to comparative loneliness before we have 
learned to live so near to the Father that we can say, 
‘‘We are not alone." But if the soul is really faithful, 
no change can come in this perfect Providence which 
will not deepen and brighten its life. No day can then 
close until its lesson has gone into the heart to remain 
there forever. And, as Jesus did not leave his disciples 
until it was Expedient for them that he should go away, 
in order that his indwelling spirit might abide' within 
their souls, so no honored and beloved life could then 
pass away until we had received its highest inspiration. 
Then we should be spiritually enriched by changing 
scenes, and fleeting years, and departing lives, as we 
should be enriched in outward fortune if every dying 
man were to pour all his earthly treasures into our 
hands. Would not life then be deepest when it was 
nearest to its end ? Would it not be most full of fresh¬ 
ness amid the decays of age ? Would not its close then 
have a glory which never rested upon its noon ? 

Let it not be said that this is only a theory. The 
true idea of life will always seem a theory in an imper¬ 
fect world. The decay of the body sometimes causes a 
transient eclipse of the mind; still, we must believe, 
that advancing years are not designed to darken, but to 
transfigure the present life. The venerable man to 
whom the beginning of this discour^se referred, thus de¬ 
scribed the work of life’s long and deep experience; — 
“When it was summer I walked through the grove. 
Every tree was covered with foliage, and the whole 
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scene was clothed in beauty. When it was winter, I 
walked again in the same grove. The beauty had van¬ 
ished, and every leaf had fallen; but I could then see 
the sky and the stars.’’ Youth is glad; but living age 
knows a deeper, higher gladness. One finds the joy of 
fresh existence. The other the joy of spiritual life. If 
the soul does not soar upward to God on a swifter and 
more joyful wing when added years have brought ac¬ 
cumulated testimonies to his love, if it does not gain a 
truer triumph when it has received new instructions 
and holier infiuences, if it does not make each new day 
brighter than the preceding, and each new year more 
full of heaven, — if its affections do not become like an 
ever-swelling flood which is rolling on towards the sea 
of love before the Throne, — the failure comes from 
man’s unfaithfulness and not from the necessity of hu¬ 
man nature. “ Thine age may be clearer than the noon¬ 
day.” 

But men reverse the true process of life’s develop¬ 
ment also, in respect to their interest in great move¬ 
ments for the advancement of the world, and their 
hopes of its progress. Youth and age naturally pursue 
different methods of action; but the elements which 
form a genuine zeal for God and truth should exist in 
their greatest power in those who have lived longest in 
devotion to these sublime realities. The faith which is 
only a flashing and bright conviction in the youthful 
mind, should become substance” through the discipline 
of years. Truths that seemed beautiful at first, ought 
to gain new charms, and call forth a more intense and 
untiring love. Hopes of the overthrow of the world’s 
giant-sins, and of the victory of truth and love, should 
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oontinuallj gain new strength and power. As life nn- 
rds its manifold experiences, and discloses the blight 
which sin inflicts upon the heart and npon the world, as 
it presents moral degradations in awfiil contrast with the 
pure standard of human character, and as the soul more 
fully realizes the power of truth within itself to regen¬ 
erate and bless, earnestness in the cause of human wel¬ 
fare should deepen into a martyr-like devotion. The 
wisdom of experience will temper the impulses of zeaL 
Still, maturer years should bring an increased wakeful¬ 
ness to every thing which may promote the great work 
of the world’s redemption. The spirit of reform, instead 
of gradually departing fh>m the soul, should become 
more intense as life brightens towards its perfect day. 
That beloved disciple who outlived all the Apostles who 
stood by Jesus in his earthly ministry, did not abate his 
zeal for his Redeemer in his extremest age. He could 
not fly from city to city with bounding feet, as in the 
days of youthful vigor; but he was ready to go to his 
martyrdom with a more serene and resolved heart. 
Every hesitation of feeling, every conflicting aim, had 
been subdued and crucified. He beheld new glories in 
the promised triumph of the Redeemer’s kingdom. The 
veil before the spiritual world grew thinner every year. 
And as he rejoiced in these brightening revelations, the 
heart of the aged man became young in its clearer faith 
and hope. 

How dark the world appears when we look up to the 
true glory of human life! It is not the design of Jlea- 
ven, that youth should so exclusively begin, or repeat, 
the cry of reform in society. Sometimes, indeed, a 
thoughtful man is tempted to question whether there is 
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mach of tnie zeal in those who seem to labor for hu¬ 
man progress. The heated earnestness of youth and 
the inaction of age are often the results of the same 
spiritual condition, notwithstanding the apparent con¬ 
trast between them. Before it realizes the discourage¬ 
ments in its path, and learns how hard it is to regenerate 
the world, youth rushes on to the work in apparent en- 
thusifism. But when difficulties and defeats are really 
met, and obstacles encountered at every step, it falls into 
that scepticism respecting success which chills human 
hearts and palsies human hands. When the love of 
timth itself, and not the dream of quick success, inspires 
the heart, man neither indulges impatient haste, nor 
sinks into sceptical inaction. Then zeal will be as en¬ 
during as the eternal truth for which it toils. As the 
pure spirits of the upper world glow with new fervor as 
the ages roll on, and dy with swifter wing and increas¬ 
ing joy to every new mission of mercy, so the divine life 
in human hearts constantly ascends to new activity and 
earnestness. Its age is clearer than its noon-tide; and 
its brightest day will be its last. 

Man is not to renounce, but to reverence the dreams 
of his youth.” Experience will modify their form, and 
dispel some of their vain expectations. But it is a sad 
moment when the soul begins to lose its zeal for truths 
which it once longed to serve and to spread. It is a 
sad moment when it loses sight of that world of higher 
thought and purer love which enkindled its early enthusi¬ 
asm, or ceases to pray and to labor for it, amidst outward 
discouragement, as Jesus labored for human redemption 
when not one heart comprehended his idea, or sympa¬ 
thized with his love. When love grows cold, and faith 
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decays, the shadows of spiritual death begin to shroud 
the souL 

The world looks upon youth with its quick sensibili¬ 
ties, its fresh love, its free and impulsive joy, as the 
most attractive manifestation of spiritual life. It takes 
the child lovingly into its arms to repeat the words of 
Jesus, ^ Of such is the kingdom of heaven.” It expects 
to find no such beauty in later years. And if the ^ctual 
life of men is accepted as the illustration of its neces¬ 
sary development, there is no basis of hope that it can 
increase in brightness and beauty as it increases in years. 
But when we study that scene in the life of Jesus in 
which he took the child into his arms in juB benignant 
love, we receive a brighter faith and hope. What a con¬ 
trast there is between the child and the Redeemer! 
The trusting love that looked up to the fiaoe of Jesus 
was not like the infinite, the divine affection that looked 
down upon it with benedictions. Those fresh impulses 
of the infant spirit were not like that calm and unfath¬ 
omable heart. The light in childhood’s eyes was not 
like that divine light which beamed from the eyes of the 
Lord. The countenance of the child, though the fairest 
image of earthly beauty, did not possess the transfigured 
beauty which covered the countenance of the Redeemer. 
What comparison can be made between such extremes 
of spiritual life; between the infant and the Son of 
God! The lines of that great spiritual contrast grow 
more distinct as the scene is more closely studied. And 
whenever the life of Jesus enters into the human heart, 
to say to once tumultuous passions, “ Peace, be still,” to 
impart an increasing serenity to advancing life, and to 
change selfishness into disinterested love, then years 
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bring a brighter charm than they can take awaj. The 
enfeebled frame may totter, and the bouFs activity be 
transiently crippled by the body’s weakness. It is im¬ 
possible fhlly to manifest the inward life amidst external 
decay; for the soul is made to rise out of the ruins of 
the body into a fresh form of being. A period must 
come in which it will seem too bright to linger in 
a body whose ear is dull and whose eye is dim, whose 
pulse beats too slowly to keep pace with the spir¬ 
it’s life. A period must come in which these fleshly 
chords will seem too weak to give expression to the 
heart’s diviner love, and we are led to wish for death 
because the soul needs a new form to correspond with 
its growing life. But what other decay—if this ex¬ 
panding life can be called decay—can the soul ever 
know? What element of age is found in its noblest 
life ? Does thought grow old as it wins new majesty at 
every stage of its progress, and presses on to ne^ realms 
of light ? Does love grow old as it gains new strength, 
and rises to its highest beauty in the last earthly mo¬ 
ments, the last spiritual victory ? Does devotion grow 
old as it presses nearer to the throne of God ? There 
can be no age In the heart when it rises to new strength 
every day. How it harmonizes with these reflections 
to represent the angels as forever young I That repre¬ 
sentation images the truth to the heart of man. When 
the soul really lives, “age is clearer than the noon¬ 
day.” 

Two forms of character appear in the world, which, 
idthough so entirely opposite in appearance and in real¬ 
ity, may succeed the bright life of childhood. Man 
tends towards one or the other in each step of his pro- 
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gress. In one, the sonl seems to win no real shrength to 
rise above the power and the change of circumstances 
as time passes on. The world grows dark as early 
blessings vanish, and as the home is bereaved. The 
excitements of youth lose their power; but no profound 
inward life supplies their place, and the soul sinks into 
a deepening slumber instead of rising into an immortal 
wakefulness. No divine truth, no grand work of love, 
commands its service and its homage; and, therefore, it 
it does not enter with enthusiasm into the work which is 
given to it to do. One joy after another departs; but 
heaven is never nearer in all that change. The heart 
grows old as the body decays. And when this form of 
character is most fully exemplified, we behold a sad¬ 
dened, slumbering age, neither awake to great human 
interests nor to eternal truths; losing its home among 
men every year, but not finding a home with God; in 
a world which the waves of time and change are over¬ 
whelming fast, without a resting-place for the sole of its 
foot. There is a desolation in which the brightness of 
the noon fades into deepest night; in which the lamps 
of life go out and the soul is left to wail in the outer 
darkness. 

Turn to the other form of character whose inherent 
glory seems still brighter in contrast with this. In that, 
the advancing life of the spirit is continually placing it 
above the disturbing power of change. Years bear 
witness to new and greater victories. Trials deepen the 
serenity of trust. Bereavements minister to the faith 
which wipes away every tear. The invisible world of 
truth, the deep things of God are more clearly revealed 
to the meditative and believing soul. Heaven opens as 
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the world recedes. Here is no decay. When such a 
life is gained the soul can know no death. If age seem 
to enfeeble it for a time, it is like the eclipse which, for 
an hour, obscures the sun. The sun breaks forth again 
in splendor from every such cloud; and the soul, in like 
manner, breaks forth irom such apparent decay. I 
know of its future heaven; for the eternal gates have 
been already opened, and bright rays frrom its life have 
blessed my eyes. And when it, goes away, it is cheered 
by the same light frrom the Father’s countenance which 
has always been its strength and its joy. 


Jasuabt 17,1847. 
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The peace of god which passeth uimBBSTANDura. 

Phpippians iy. 7. 

There is a state of the soul that is the natural result 
of the supreme love of God, which can only be described 
by the word Peace. It represents that condition of the 
heart in which there is an entire reconciliation of its 
affections to the will of God. It is a spiritual state in 
which there is no inward strife, no more rebellion 
against the commandments, or the Providence of the 
Father. Whenever the soul, by a sacrifice true as that 
upon Calvary, has crucified whatever has alienated it 
from the love of God, when the genuine idea of the 
atonement is realized in the individual heart, the result 
must be peace. Then the soul enters into a perfect 
harmony with the will of God, even in its most secret 
desires. Its peace is not a contingency, but a sure and 
natural inheritance, in accordance with an eternal spir¬ 
itual law. It is not a peace which results from fear. 
The heart is not overawed into quiet by an authority 
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which it dares not resist, as the captured citj is over¬ 
awed into submission by hosts of armed men. Its state 
is like that better peace which comes when the con- 
q^ror breathes his own spirit into the vanquished city, 
and binds it to himself by a grateful affection. Then 
its inhabitants are no more servants, but loyal and lov¬ 
ing citizens; obedient children. The armed hosts are 
no longer needed. The show of authority may cease, 
since every enemy is converted into a friend. No out¬ 
ward image, indeed, fitly represents this perfect spirit¬ 
ual peace. It not only brings the soul into harmony 
with ail that it may once have opposed. It frees it 
fh)m any rebellious, or even from any individual wilL 
And, by degrees, it learns to say with Jesus, “The 
words that I speak, I speak not of myself. It is the 
JFather that speaketh in ye.” 

Our subject relates to the highest form of the divine 
life in the souL It requires us to stand in imagination 
upon those mountain heights of love which we have 
never seen, except for a transient hour, in the n^ost 
fitvored seasons of life. Nevertheless it is good to look 
upward in adoration to this divine experience. We 
thus strengthen our faith in the possibility of its attain- 
ment, and discover the path by which we may climb 
even to this summit of trust. 

The text is introduced as a direct inference from the 
words, “ Be careful for nothing;”—be anxious for no¬ 
thing — “ but in every thing, by prayer and supplication, 
with thanksgiving, let your requests be made known 
unto Gk>d.” According to the Apostle, true peace comes 
from that absolute trust which is produced by perfect 
love. It is the fiower which springs from that root of 
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life. When the child places his hand within that of the 
earthly parent, there is an entire trust in his heart that 
casteth out fear; and he walks amidst the darkness with 
no thought of gloom. And thus when man, with a Uke 
trust, places his hand in that of his Heavenly Parent, 
the true peace of God enters into his breast. And in 
proportion as he delivers himself from selfish anxieties^ 
it will grow in beauty in his souL When these anxie¬ 
ties are stilled by a commanding voice, or when the 
heart is drawn away for a season from their agitations, 
the bright vision unfolds itself as a reality to his re¬ 
joicing view. When the spirit of Jesus comes to say 
to the winds and the sea, Peace, be still,” there is at 
once a holy calm. 

The transient visitings of this rest which are some¬ 
times granted to man, confirm this theory of its origin. 
It is perhaps true to the experience of every deeply 
tried heart, that hours of wonderful calmness are known 
even amid the keenest trials. Those seasons of calm¬ 
ness come suddenly and unexpectedly, like the calm 
upon the lake of Galilee when the disciples were almost 
overwhelmed by the waves. When Jesus entered the 
ship, immediately it was at the land whither they went 
It is because a mighty trial often most effectually stills 
every anxiety, that such intervals of composure come. 
How surely these deeper experiences silence for the 
time the whole crowd of smaller anxieties and fears 
which often disturb our daily life I Then their clamor 
can no more be heard. We are taken as by force into 
a sphere of thought which they cannot enter. The 
busy world, whose pulse we have hitherto felt in every 
vein, lies then before the mind as the great city before 
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the eye, when the Sabbath stillness reigns, and every 
hammer sleeps by the work which it has been framing. 

We are left alone with a calamity that dispels all confi¬ 
dence in our own strength, and leads us in absolute de¬ 
pendence unto God. The friend, the child, stands on 
the brink of the grave, or is laid within it We cannot 
but cry unto God. Even the Atheist must then pray. 

We go in sincerity to the Father’s throne. And when • 
we ask thus, we always receive. The greatness of the 
trial which shows our own weakness, leads to that ab- ' 
solute trust whose fruit is peace. We may have won¬ 
dered to hear Jesus speak of peace in the last conver¬ 
sation with the disciples, when the cross was directly 
before him, and he could almost feel the cruel nails and 
the piercing spear. Even if selfish anxieties could at 
any time have disturbed his heart, in that hour he would 
have cast himself most entirely upon God, and found 
the truest peace. There is a new depth and sweetness 
in the serenity of the Redeemer in the moment in which 
serenity was most severely tried. As he looked upon 
the disciples in that closing conversation with a new 
thrill of affection that made his own precept of love ap¬ 
pear like a new commandment, so he seems to have 
looked up to heaven with a more profound resignation 
that made him then most fully realize the serene peace 
of God. The descent of angels in the garden to 
strengthen Jesus, only images the thoughts of peace 
which naturally come in darkest hours, when the heart 
ean say in trust, Thy will be done.” Hence came the 
peace which brave confessors and martyrs knew in their 
hours of peril, when they sang in their prisons, or 
amidst the fires of the stake. They entered upon the 
18 



274 


THE PEACE OF GOD. 


life of the resnrrection before the body crumbled into 
ashes. When the trust is entire, the serenity is un¬ 
broken. We are told, that, after the crucifixion, when 
" the door was shut ” upon the world, Jesus appeared 
to his disciples, standing in their midst. And wheneyer 
the door of the heart is really closed against the yain 
anxieties that have disturbed us, after our own sdf- 
crucifixion, Jesus comes into our hearts and bestows his 
gift of peace. ^^Be careful for nothing;” and the 
^peace which passeth understanding” shall keep the 
mind and heart. 

God mercifully sends the trial which awakens the 
conviction of our entire dependence and inherent weak¬ 
ness, Uiat we may see the foundation of the true peace 
of the soul. But it is on account of our imperfection 
that this peace visits us only as an occasional angel, and 
does not abide within us as a perpetual guest. We do 
not constantly live in this entire dependence. Therefore 
it often happens that the heart loses all its serenity in 
the petty trials of daily life, when in heavy calamity it 
finds hours of genuine peace. Let the conviction of 
our own weakness, the foundation of absolute trust, once 
be lost from the heart, and, like the presumptuous, faith¬ 
less Apostle, it sinks beneath the wave. The lake 
whose surface is entirely undisturbed, reflects back in 
their original brightness, the beauty and the hues of 
heaven. But when a breath of wind passes over it, a 
breath so gentle that it is scarcely felt upon the cheek, 
the mirrored beauty is broken and destroyed. So, when 
the soul lies open to the direct influence of the Father, 
He bends over it with a glory, and a smile of love, that, 
to the spiritual eye, seem faintly imaged in the fairest 
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scenes of natural beauty. Let the heart be still. No dis¬ 
turbing breath must trouble even the surface of the deep 
sea of its affections. Let it lie in an absolute repose, 
and the light of God’s countenance shall shine into its 
profoundest depths. And why may not this peace be¬ 
come an everlasting possession ? We perceive, and we 
can obey, the law by which it comes. ‘‘ Grace is with 
us” forever, according to the apostoHc salutation. In 
what, except in the heart itself, lies the want, if the 
peace which passeth understanding doth not keep it and 
bless it forevermore ? 

This inward peace is the fruit of an absolute trust 
It belongs not to that state of mind which clings in¬ 
tensely, in hope or love, to any imagined arrangements 
of Providence, either in the present or the future. It 
arises only from that entire submission of the will which 
ceases to question or to speculate. When man begins 
to question the ways of Providence, his peace is lost 
Why does it remove the young and the innocent, he 
sometimes asks, and spare the abandoned sinner whose 
presence is pollution? Why are some called by re¬ 
peated bereavements to the grave, while others stand at 
the same hearth-stone in an unbroken circle through 
many years ? Why does judgment sleep during long 
ages over the oppressions of the earth, and the wail of 
the injured seem to rise to heaven in vain ? An allu- 
sion to this course of reflection will suffice. When we 
enter upon it, mysteries crowd around us with strange 
and fearful aspect. We cannot solve one of these per¬ 
plexing problems. Clouds and darkness are round 
about the throne. Cease all this vain speculation. It 
is the universal temptation of man to say, My lot is 
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strange and dark.” In other circumstances, how easy 
would have been the way of life! Blaspheme Provi¬ 
dence no more, thou short-sighted man, even by a mo¬ 
mentary thought that Gk)d hath not placed thee in the 
best possible position, in the universe for thy peculiar 
discipline ! In things too minute to be seen by the un¬ 
assisted eye, multitudes of creatures exist, not one of 
whom liveth without the Father, Shall He not much 
more clothe thee ? Every such questioning is a con¬ 
fession of want of trust. Conform thyself to the cir¬ 
cumstances around th^e, and a perception of their fit¬ 
ness, unperceived before, will soon banish every doubt. 
Quicken the spiritual eye by a growing love and trust, 
and no instrument of art which would bring the wonders 
of heaven to view, could reveal such tokens of love as 
would then be disclosed in what before seemed mysteri¬ 
ous and dark. We cannot overstate the implicitness of 
the confidence which this absolute trust implies. It fears 
to indulge in any speculations concerning the ordinations 
of God. Or, if it pursues such great inquiries, it is in 
an adoring gratitude which delights to trace the Father’s 
ways, and not in the spirit which seeks a foundation 
for its reliance. It trusts before it questions. It still 
trusts, even though no light comes to bless its inquiries. 
Doth not God reign ? — it asks in firm and joyous hope. 
And that one supreme, all-comprehending ground of 
confidence, embraces all imaginable causes of disquie¬ 
tude and fear, and soothes them to an endless rest. Man 
may picture to himself bright conceptions of the move¬ 
ments of this holy Providence, and of the glorious 
scenes which are yet concealed in the bosom of time. 
But these are not the foimdations upon which he rests 
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his hopes. He may, and how fervently he sometimes 
must, pray for deliverance from present grief. He 
wdtches in Gethsemane and hears that prayer from the 
Saviour’s lips in his hour of agony. But the spirit of 
unquestioning submission breathes out sweetly from the 
prayer. It trusts though it sees no deliverance, and is 
led to the cross. Calvary cannot destroy its joyful con¬ 
fidence. But it ascends the hill of shame and scorn, 
anxious for nothing save a deeper love; and in that 
cometh the peace which passes all understanding. 

The longing heart of man could desire no more as¬ 
sured repose. It is the kingdom of heaven, the peace 
of God in the souL It is the rest that remaineth for 
the people of God.” It may not dwell in the world 
without some transient, and possibly bitter trials; with¬ 
out some dropping tears. “ Jesus wept.” There was 
a scene of agony, even in the life of the Son of God. 
Tears may often fall in the present imperfect life, even 
though this confidence be all the while advancing in the 
souL But they fall while the light of divine love is 
shining full upon the heart, and are like the showers 
which reveal the heavenly bow. The serene peace of 
trust! It may never bring thoughtless mirth. It may 
seem a grave joy. Perhaps no manifestation of its 
gladness may equal the excitement of worldly gaiety. 
But it is because the joy is too constant to admit of oc¬ 
casional excess — too uniform to come “ with observa¬ 
tion.” The heart in which it abides is like a vessel 
whose contents are always mantling its brim. The' 
least addition causes it to overflow. That overflowing 
may seem very small to the eye. But what a proof 
it gives of its perpetual fulness! The peace of God 1 
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It is an absolute trust, as we have said, that leaves the 
heart as it were passive to the influence from above. 
Tet it is not a passive state of the souL It is gaihed 
when we stand like mere channels through which the 
influences of God’s spirit may directly flow. But we 
do not become free channels of this divine influence 
until we earnestly consent to the dispensations of an 
inscrutable Providence, and positively embrace the duty 
or the cross which it may assign. There can be no 
more intense action of the soul than when it puts away 
every trace of selfish- desire in an absolute resignation. 
The manifestation may be quiet as the still, small voice. 
But it is the voice, and the life of God. We do not 
always recognize the highest power. We are awed by 
the storm. But the same power moves in the heavens 
when they smile upon the earth, and the earth reflects 
their glance of love, that in other seasons rides upon the 
winds. The chiefest energy of spiritual life seems to 
be in exercise in the contest with rebellious passions. 
But it is a higher energy which awes them into silence. 
It is a diviner strength which acts in the hours of the 
soul’s peace, than in its seasons of warfare. Its repose 
is the serene strength of God. 

It is good to look upward to this perfection of the 
spiritual life as well as we may with our unspiritual 
eyes. But exalted as it may appear, almost beyond our 
hope, there is no peace elsewhere. • And how divine are 
the words of him who gained this perfect victory of love, 
amid the disquietudes, the struggling desires of the hu¬ 
man heart! We look in vain into the countenance, and 
the heart of almost all whom the world has reverenced, 
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to find this rest for which the soul is forever longing. 
Some note of discord mingles in the music of their 
sweetest words. Some stain is upon the fairest robe. 
But one voice is lifted up in the ear of men which is 
the pure expression of this divine life. One counte¬ 
nance has looked upon man which wears the serenity of 
God. It is salvation for a world which has fallen into 
a wilderness of thorns to look there and be healed. 
And the same atonement must be realized within us all, 
or we dwell in endless disquiet. We are cast into the 
outer darkness, in a greater or less degree, until we 
gain that absolute love which is the true wedding gar¬ 
ment for the marriage supper of the Lamb, and which 
admits us to a fellowship with his heart, and a partici¬ 
pation in his peace. And why should we not seek this* 
divine peace with faith in its coming ? It does, indeed, 
pass ail understanding. It will not come through any 
process of argument concerning the love of God, though 
it is based upon proofs radiant as the sun, and number¬ 
less as the stars. It comes through a life of unques¬ 
tioning love and trust. It is bom in theAlial heart. It 
may be revealed to babes. If we crucify every thing in 
the soul that opposes the will of God, a trust will come 
which will say, in joyous confidence, that the heavens 
would be miraculously opened for the descent of divine 
messengers of mercy sooner than any needed bless¬ 
ing be withheld, ^t will rest in the sweet assurance 
that legions of angels would come to save us from the 
cross, were not the cross itself the divinest blessing. 
Let the soul live in this absolute trust, and although 
the outward blessing may be withheld, and the actual 



crucifixion may not be avoided, the inward power 
shall always come to give " strength according to our 
day,” and to impart ^^the peace that passeth under¬ 
standing.” 
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